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Twelve  Three  Seventy-three  PM 


Drinking  machine  coffee 
At  DYNAMITE  LOVE  plastic  top  table 

Student  constitution  on  Union  floor 
V/ith  mud  of  sneaker  treads 

Cigarette  butts  and  matches 
From  burned-out  laboring  lungs 
Of  pepsi  cracker  eaters 
And  couch  bulging  cotton 
From  vinylslashed  cushions 

All  made  one 

Through  juicebox  zeppelin  crunge 

And  college  coeds  laughing  desperately 

Cause  the  future 

Ambushed 

Barbie  dolls  and  cowboys 

Coffee  dregs  choke  dry  throat 

As  I  walk  over  sticky  pepsi  chaos 

Through  air  compression  doors  of  heavy  silence 

Midnight 

Finds  me  paranoid 

Dwarfed  beneath  gothic  library  columns 
And  bathed 

In  angelic  glow  of  streetlamp 
On  brick  steps 


dmsevmour 


Four  Lines  to  a  Muse  and  Delight 

I*ra  v/aiting  for  Jesus, 

I*m  v/aiting  for  you. 

I*m  beginning  to  doubt  now 
Either  one  will  come  through. 

dmseymour 
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GREY  DAY. 

Misty  sheets  of  rain. 

Ebony  oaks  all  dressed  up  in  crystal  beads. 
Shining  clean  blades  of  grass. 

Oil  paint  rainbows  on  asphalt. 

Paper  boat  rapids  rushing  to  underground. 
V/indshield  v/iper  concertos. 

Raindrop  races  on  the  panes. 

The  wind  playing  games  with  passers-by 
and  sticky  leaves. 

Huddling  outside. 

Cuddling  inside. 

Have  a  laugh,  plan  a  dream,  book  and  fireplace 

time. 

Grey  day. 

Rainy  day. 

I  like  it. 

Sara  Walker 


View  From  Windov/  Upon  Rising  Early 

Keeper  of  the  soft  gray  dawn 
Hanging  low  above  the  valley 
Suspended,  bright  against  black  velvet 
Casting  silent  silver  light. 

Guardian  Angel  of  the  nev/  day, 

V/ispy  rays  caress  the  tree  tops 
Coldly,  glowing  till  the  sunrise 

makes  you  disappear  from  view. 
Did  the  psalmist  long  ago. 

Writing  slow  across  dry  parchment 
"The  heavens  declare  the  glory  of  God," 
Mean  especially  the  morning  star? 

SW 


ASTRAL  ANSWERS 

And  what  of  those  whose  lives 

are  spent  in  giving  and  sacrifice? 

They  become  stars,  gently  guiding  men 
to  paths  of  immortality. 

And  those  who  take  in  selfishness  and  greed? 
They  are  comets  strewn  across  the 
plains  of  the  universe 
Eternally  seeking  a  constellation 
in  which  to  rest — 

And  finding  none. 


Sara  Walker 
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EXPERIMEOTS  V/ITH  FORM 
by  Lynda  Bell 


Haiku 

I  was  given  life. 
Chancing  immortality, 
I  accept  the  gift. 


Innocence  blushes 
at  the  promises  of  love 
lies  turning  to  truth. 


Tanka 

Hollow  aching  dreams 
in  the  lonesome  soundlessness 
of  mortal's  proud  hope, 
today  is  a  haughty  child 
of  the  future  and  the  past. 


Cinquain 

Flowers^ 

Stem  from  the  earth. 

They  touch  life  but  briefly — 
Eventually  none  left  but 
Petals, 


Love 

touch  ny  life  with  silken  fingers. 
Brush  me  gently 
then  pass  me  by*, 


— ^Lynda  Bell 


Bedside  Prayer 


Oh 

I 

am 

just 

so 

tired 

of 

it 

all 

I  feel 

the  tides 

of  the  sea  of  dreams 
the  waves 
washing  over  me 

I  slip  into  the  dark  silent  waters 
Come  sweet  oblivion 
Wash  away 

the  collected  grime  of  another  day 

so  that  I  may  start 

Reborn 

Renewed 

Next  morn 

Another  day 

To  try  again 

— Steve  Messick 
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UNKNOWN 

When  your  world  is  tom  asunder  and  they  read  you  from  the  text, 

Aiid  they  pool  their  definitions  in  an  illustrated  hex. 

When  they  see  your  naked  body  and  you  beg  of  them,  "What  next?" 

Where  will  the  winds  of  sumiTier  blow  you? 

And  ID  one  in  this  life  has  come  to  ?<now  you* 

When  the  marchers  in  the  street  and  the  killers  in  the  night 
Come  together  for  the  murder  but  then  resurrect  the  light, 

And  they  learn  the  word  for  wrong,  ‘'cause  they  never  knew  the  right. 
And  just  who  did  they  think  would  show  you? 

’Cause  no  one  in  this  life  has  come  to  know  you. 

When  the  sexless  ladies  of  the  night  paint  their  eyelids  blue. 

And  they  lock  you  in  their  bedroom  and  you  don't  know  what  to  do. 

And  you  pray  it's  all  a  dream  but  you  know  that  dreams  come  true. 

And  where  will  the  Black  Boatman  row  you 
When  no  one  in  this  life  has  come  to  know  you? 

And  the  children  in  their  vomit  and  the  beggars  in  their  rags 
Side  by  side  are  tossing  coins  for  first  chance  upon  the  hags. 

And  the  Gen'ral  in  his  Packard  can  be  seen  with  waving  flag. 

You're  stuck  beside  the  road,  no  one  will  tow  you. 

And  no  one  in  this  life  has  come  to  know  you. 

Let  the  writer  with  his  pencil  and  the  doctor  with  his  nose 

Find  the  peace  we  all  are  seeking  and  retire  to  change  their  clothes, » 

Let!,  the  fireman  leave  his  helmet  for  the  comfort  of  his  hose. 

And  if  you  were  a  horn,  just  who  would  blow  you, 

Vrtien  no  one  in  this  life  has  come  to  know  you? 

And  hangmen  thru  the  ages  and  parents  of  the  past 
Smile  upon  the  situation  for  they  know  it  is  the  last. 

And  now  ev'ryone  grows  thinner,  all  except  poor  J-lama  Cass, 

And  what  could  motion  pictures  ever  show  you? 

Yet  no  one  in  this  life  has  come  to  know  you. 

Ask  the  summer-seouined  ladies  and  the  men  who  get  their  thrills 
To  give  you  reassurance  and  they  only  offer  pills. 

But  you  know  they  think  about  you,  for  you're  mentioned  in  their  wills. 
And  their  poisoned  words,  like  snares,  were  out  to  throw  you. 

Still  no  one  in  this  life  has  come  to  know  you. 

Now  that  sin  and  pain  are  corKijuered,  let's  let  ev'rybody  rest. 

For  v/e've  learned  to  work  together  and  we  each  have  done  our  best. 

And  nothing  said  in  freedom  may  be  taken  purely  jest. 

If  you  were  hooked  on  cards,  one  more  I'd  go  you, 

'Cause  no  one  in  this  life  has  come  to  know  you. 


— Jeff  Templeton 


ffr- 


De.ja  Vu 


I’ve  known  you  for  only  a  short  time, 

And  yet  that  time  has  grown  into  years 
and  centuries  stretching  back — 
farther  back  than  the  human  mind 
can  comprehend. 

And  I  know  we’ve  walked  this  path  before. 
Something  inside  of  me — 
a  feeling, 
a  light, 
a  life 

which  I  can't  explain— 

Something  tells  me  we’ve  known 
each  other  in  times  gone  by 
and  will  know  each  other  in 
times  to  come. 


Glenda  V/ilhelm 


The  moon 

like  a  golden  coin 
slips  into  the  pocket 
of  night, 

and  to  this  pocket  of  darkness 
she  lends 
her  golden  light. 

Gv/ 

The  wink  of  lightning . . . 

the  spark  of  life 
The  rhythm  of  rain... 

the  pulse  of  living 
The  crash  of  thunder... 

the  moment  of  death, 

GV/ 


STCRli 

Dark  witch  of  gloom 

She  walks  the  night 

hurling  stones  at  window  panes 

lashing  out  with  drops  of  rain 

bending  backs  of  sturdy  trees 

and  then  she  leaves — 

her  anger  spent, 

glides  softly  over  a  crumpled  v/orld. 


— Glenda  Wilhelm 
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NATURE 


At  duok,  the  moon  has  risen  already. 

The  sky  is  crystal  blue,  and  the 
clouds  the  whitest  white  »- 
In  the  west,  the  sun  has  slowly  set  now: 

And  the  sky  is  red  against  the  green 
pine  trees  and  naked  oLms, 

The  cold  autumn  night  sets  in. 

Darkness  has  engulfed  me  so  I  cannot  see. 
But,  far  above,  the  moonli-ght  shiimers 
softly  through  the  branches  of  the 
cedar  trec^ 

I  sit  in  total  silence,  waiting,,,, 

Tiie  night  is  still,  waiting  for  her  lover’s 
Our  levers  are  far  from  us,  so  we 
comfort  each  other,  the  night  and  I, 

Gome,  Love,  take  ray  hand,  1*11  shc^/  you 
thj.ng3  that  Nature  has  taugiit  mo 
waiting  for  you, 

-—Charlotte  Fleming 
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DUST  ON  HER  V/HISKERS 
(a  morbid  poem) 

by 

Ifendy  Kelly 


glass  eyes 
and  guts  of  straw 

consumed  the  sun 
and  saw  the  wind 

preseinred  for  immortality — 
immortality  on  a  shelf 

a  skin  of  life 
trapped 

for  an  eternity  of  Death 

V/hat  Grace  stands 
motionless 

under  the  lights  now? 

_ 
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Chatahoochee 

Out  in  the  field  I  rode 
swinging  to  and  fro  .  ,  . 
v;ith 

Butterflies  landing  on  nose, 

Broomsage  sweeping  ray  side 
while  I  was  taking  in 
ray  Nature  *  s  High  I 


— William  Compton 


Once  I  mowed  yards  and 
Once  I  packed  groceries. 

One  I  did  for  an  hour  and 
One  I  did  for  a  dav. 

Once  I  v/orked  construction  and 
Once  I  pumped  gas. 

One  I  did  for  a  week  and 
One  I  did  for  ten  days. 

Once  I  sold  clothes  and 
Once  I  arranged  a  display. 

One  I  did  for  a  month  and 
One  I  did  for  a  minute.  ,  , 

It  was  only  a  display! 

— ^^Villiam  Compton 


Over  the  sand  we  ran 
greeting  the  Atlantic 
with  a  big  splash  and 
a  little  bit  of  sand. 

— ^William  Compton 


Rain  softly  falling 
upon  the  long  and  narrow  bridge 
as  we  sat  incur  empty  dreams 
watching  transfer-trucks  below 
moving  children’s  schemes. 


— ^William  Compton 
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Slowly 

Slowly 

Slowly 

^^y  mind  turns 

like  the  babbling  brook 

it  flows  through  thoughts 

once  repressed  through  fear 

now  opened  for  a  look 

into  lives  past 

here  again 

to  examine 

slowly 

slowly 

slowly 

My  eyes  look 
as  a  camera  clicking 
clicking  .  .  • 
clicking  .  ,  . 
pictures  of  Love 
Gone  by 


—Bob  Holzworth 
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FREEDOM 


The  first  day 

You  walked  beside  me 

And  gave  me  a  glowing  pride. 

Because  you  have  fought 

For  the  life  you  now  live. 

You  walked  beside  me 
And  held  your  head  so  high 
Because  you're  important. 

You  walked  beside  me 

And  carried  between  us 

The  air  of  eouality  you  speak  of. 

You  walked  beside  me 

And  spoke  of  the  world 

Of  people  you  care  for  so  much. 

You  walked  beside  me 
And  white  on  white  and 
Black  on  black 
We  stepped  through  the 
Door  of  freedom — 

The  day  you  walked  beside  me, 

— ^Rusty 


OPTIONS 

Beyond  the  confines  of  your  mind. 
What  do  you  see? 

Do  you  see  flowers,  grass,  and  trees. 
Skies,  birds,  and  bees? 

Or  do  you  see 
Only  me? 

I  see  flowers,  grass,  and  trees. 
Skies,  birds,  and  bees. 

And  I  see  you. 

I  see  me. 

I  see  her. 


Rusty 
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IN  THE  STILLNESS... 
is  he  dancing? 

Is  he  happy 

with  memories 

or  things  which 

remind  him  of  you? 

Does  he  want  you  there? 
to  embrace,  to  touch,  to  hold, 
to  love? 

In  the  dark  does  he 
imagine  your  presence? 
your  warmth  and  tenderness? 

In  the  quiet  does  he  hear 
you  breathing,  your  heart 
beating  close  to  his? 

Does  he  reach  into  the 
emptiness  to  see  if  you 
could,  by  some  chance, 
be  there? 

Doe®  he  cry,  hoping  that  you 
will  come  back  to 
comfort  him  as  you  have 
before? 

In  the  stillness,, , 
is  he  dancing 
or  is  he  too 

still? 

—Chip 


I  can  see  the  Question  in  your  eyes. 
Are  you  unsure  of  me? 

Have  we  not  trusted  each  other  for 
many  years? 

How  do  I  prove  that  I  am  worthy? 

Shov/  me  hov/  ,  .  .  , 

I  listen  while  you  speak 
and  you,  in  return,  hear  me 
when  I  need  to  talk. 

Tell  me  your  problems, 
your  forlorn  dreams,  your 
fondest  hopes,  and  I  shall 
interpret  silently  with 
understanding  and  love. 

Explain  to  m.e  what  you 
want  to  do,  and  if  you 
do  not  have  a  "why" 
for  everything,  I  shall  not 
Question  your  intentions 
but  accept  your  movements 

as  I  have  accepted  you, 

— Chip 
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Tlieirs  not  to  reason  why, 

Thetrs  but  to  do  and  die. 

Tennyson,  "The  Charge  of  the  Light  Brigade" 


The  time  is  summer;  the  place  is  a  fev;  acres  of  woods  near  my  house, 

I  find  myself  sitting  dov/n  under  a  big  oak  tree.  Everything  is  quiet  for 
a  while,  and  then  the  birds  begin  to  sing  again.  As  I  sit  there  like  a 

man  of  stone — for  I  need  not  move  to  take  in  God's  great  masterpiece I 

can  feel  a  small  breeze  and  see  all  the  giant  trees  with  their  beautiful 
green  leaves  reaching  for  the  heavens, 

I  knowr  this  sounds  phony  this  day  and  time,  but  to  me  it's  very  clear; 

I  not  only  enjoy  it  for  myself;  I  enjoy  it  for  those  who  long  to  but  never 
will. 


I  jerk  to  one  side  as  I  catch  the  blur  of  motion  in  a  nearby  tree,  then 
relax  vrith  relief  as  I  see  that  it's  only  a  hickory  nut  dropped  by  a  winter- 
ready  squirrel  v/ay  up  there  near  the  sun  somewhere.  Two  years  of  learning 
to  kill  and  survive  have  left  me  with  much  worse  than  a  battle-scarred  body: 
I  am  cursed  V7ith  the  memories  and  reflexes  ever  ready  to  bring  back  those 
days  and  long,  long  nights, 

Gary,  you  remember  hov/  I  used  to  tell  you  about  these  woods  and  how 
nice  and  quiet  they  ;vere?  You,  being  from  Boston,  longed  to  see  such  a 
place,  it  seems  like  only  the  other  night  we  v/ere  in  that  fighting  hole, 
sharing  it  with  about  fifty  gallons  of  water  and  a  few  dozen  blood-sucking 
leeches,  listening  to  the  incoming  mortars,  I*d  said,  "Hey  Yank,  this  might 
be  the  night,"  and  you  answered  with  "Hell,  no,  Reb,  I'm  not  going  to  die— 
I  haven ‘t  even  lived  yet,"  And  I  believed  you, 

Gary,  even  being  a  big  tough  marine  didn't  keep  the  tears  from  my  eyes 
the  day  they  got  you,  I  wanted  to  hate,  but  v/ho  do  you  hate  in  war?  V/hich 
side  is  really  to  blame?  The  question  v/as  still  unanswered  in  my  mind  ten 
months  later  when  I  got  mine,  I  only  lost  ray  legs  and  my  best  right  arm, 
but  it's  little,  compared  with  so  many.  You  knov/,  I  think  it  was  worse  on 
our  loved  ones  than  on  us, 

Gary,  these  people  back  here  in  the  States  are  just  like  we  used  to 
be — ^v/oriying  about  the  future,  their  best  girl  or  boy,  the  high  cost  of 
living,  V/ait  until  they  find  out  what  the  price  of  dying  is. 

V/ell,  it's  getting  late  and  the  sun  begins  to  lovjer,  I  guess  it's 
time  I  leave  this  beautiful  place.  There  hasn’t  been  a  shot  fired  all 
day,  and  not  a  life  lost.  But  as  I  leave,  someho'w  I  get  the  feeling  that 
Gary  is  saying,  "Reb,  don’t  v;oriy  about  me,  Boston  or  the  beautiful  hills 
of  North  Carolina  can't  compare  with  the  'peace  in  the  Valley.’  So  walk 
tall  and  don’t  look  back," 


-Dale  Eugene  V/ilson 
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AT  TIMES  I  m  FRIENDS  WITH  THE  WORLD 


At  times  I  am  friends  with  the  war Id. 

I  feel  pleasure  in  her  savage 
raw  democracy. 

But  after  daylight  travels  on 

and  before  the  conquering  night  rules, 

often  I  wonder. 

Tranquil  lonely  eyes  gaze  upon 
peaceful  obscurity,  Moonday, 
twilight,  dying  sun. 

Can  this  be  a  silhouette  of 
heaven,  or  just  an  empty  dream 
lost  and  all  alone? 

Tormented  I  am  on  other 
occasions.  L'himsical  friction 
produced  by  the  mind. 

Pearl  skin  clouds  chant  ancestral 
tidings;  "Cogito,  ergo  sum, " 
their  song  so  nocturne. 

But  for  this  precious  moment  I 
am  treading  on  enchanted  grounds. 

Please,  come  wallc  with  me, 

I  vjould  so  much  like  to  talk  to  you. 

—Michael  Wallcup 


NEON  FLOz/ERS, 
neon  flowers 
confuse  my  eyes. 

Soft  sparkles  fall 
with  the  evening  shov/ers. 

Can  it  be? 

Except  for  you  and  me, 
everyone  is  asleep, 

—Michael  Walkup  I  V/ALKSD  THROUGH  THE  STARS 

and  saw  all  their  celestial  beauty. 
But  I  could  not  feel  them. 

My  dull  eyes  stared  blankly; 

I  was  cold. 

I  walked  among  the  stars  for  years 
and  tried  to  catch  them. 

But  when  I  reached,  there  was  nothing 
there.  I  cried; 
and  my  tears  became  stars. 

Now  I  am.  the  stars, 

— Michael  V/alkup 
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LOVE 


Tlie  universe  v^as  built  for  you; 

you  are  the  center  of  the  universe ^ 

for  you  are  the  ruler^  v/ith  people  under  your 

command  doing  what  you  v/ant  them  to  do. 

You  the  master  have  the  power  to  ma,ke  hate, 
or  peace,  Yes^  you  are  trnily  the  mster. 

To  me,  you  exist  v/ith  God  in  the  heaven  above, 
you — -Love « 


— Charlie  Payne 


I 


[ 


\ 


I 

I 

I 


fi 


J^§im  '.  '■  «4ftf  '#1 .  ,.•  ' 

■  ’  '•-  : 

.wrff  €>4  (i  *ff  ■  ■■•.“ 


/f  ■ 


,> 


^  X 


Carolina  blue,  old  baseball  cards,  and  chocolate-covered 
peanuts  ,  ,  , 

Things  we  have  shared 
The  wagon,  a  broken  leg,  and  popcorn  .  ,  • 

Things  v/e  have  shared 

The  mountains,  cold  duck,  and  picnics  .  .  , 

Things  we  have  shared 
You  and  I  ,  .  ,  love  ...  a  thing 
we  have  shared 
and  do  share  .  .  ,  • 


— Alice  Sherrill 


I  try  to  love  you 
I  try  the  best  I  know  how 
hkybe  it ’ s  not  enough  for  you 
or,  maybe  I  am  trying  too  hard* 

— Alice  Sherrill 


I  try  to  explain  what  is  wrong 

B  ut  how  do  you  explain  when  you  don’t 
even  know  yourself? 

I  plan  each  sentence  in  mind  until  it 
becomes  as  a  melody. 

Then,  when  I  see  your  face,  the  melody 
changes  to  a  jumble  of  notes 
which  possess  no  harmony. 

Then  you  ask  once  again, 

"What  is  wrong?" 


Alice  Sherrill 


Tlie  rain  is  echoing 

as  it  falls  through  the  air. 

The  willow  tree  is  crying 
tears  of  dreams  that 

faded  with  the  county  fair* 

—Karen  McClamrock 
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You  who  are  the  lonely. 

Let  this  not  make  you  afraid. 

And  you  who  are  the  weak. 

Never  give  at  the  clasp  of  a  hand. 

Even  you,  who  are  the  moaning. 

You  must  yield  to  what  I've  said. 

But  you,  who  call  yourselves  the  bold 
And  feel  you  rule  upon  this  land. 

Remember:  Grod  by  far  is  still 
Supreme,  and  he  is  in  command, 

— Harvey  Reid 


There  has  been  many  a  time  that  I've  wondered, 
what  road  will  my  people  take? 

Will  it  be  a  change  for  the  better,  or  will  they 
make  another  mistake? 

Through  all  the  things  igy  people  have  come. 

Will  we  step  out  for  once,  or  remain  a  thumb? 

Can  we  one  day  really  learn  to  love,  or  always  be 
filled  with  this  inherited  hate? 

We  were  fed  from  the  ground,  and  never  where  the 
others  ate. 

You  know,  so  many  of  my  people  have  been  stepped 
on,  this  is  true. 

Still,  continually  we  have  countered  by  finding 
something  else  to  do. 

From  sleeping  in  packs,  to  picking  the  fields. 

Even  now,  there  are  many  of  us  that  work  in  the 
mills. 

We've  we've  walked  to  and  fro  on  what  we've  called 
THE  BLOCK. 

But  that  wall  my  people  had  to  face,  and  why  did 
it  have  to  be  knocked? 

Desperate  to  find  an  answer  for  the  existing 
situation. 

Minds  always  operating,  and  never  getting  relax¬ 
ation. 

But  still,  will  love  be  gained,  that  is  so  badly 
needed. 

Or  hate,  THE  THING  that  has  forever  proceeded? 

So  stand  up  and  voice  that  heart  of  yours. 

And  it  may  open  for  you  the  things  which  have 
been  destroyed. 


—Harvey  Reid 


■  '  ri 


ir 

<1 

V 

t 

?r 

'  vi  ■  n  Oitff  ' 

.  r  x'-  ■:  n  j  :n  ' 

'./•■•'#  -VS^V-*  ■'•  -■ 


.-.'T  -*?r4 
‘  .  rair»?  i7i3^ 

?  >.t  ^  ^A^*| 

i  f  r.;^'  kt 


i  V' 


.'1  ■8 


•  *  f'  r  M 

rf  I  :  i?*"  U».^ 

w-o^:  .'nH 

U' 

i-  f  ■  -'•'>  hr*.* 

-•  .-  J  ; 

- .  .. 

♦  -*^.  * 

.  »  -j  f.  a^t 

•  •*  -V  ^  J  ' .  ( '« 

r 


',  '  '|ii  >  ^^5^  fW-?.J  'vrf 

?ai3ia4  -^<Tt".  4  -r"  ♦ .  '  w  bAc-i  iA'fw 
.  »  'Jtrf!  «*W  fH#^=  Ji*  '^rKrf 

1^.'  * 

'  i‘^’4'^1  ^fiJ  *ix  r:%>/ai'f;r  • 

‘  ■f  -it*  ,1*0  -■■  r-ol  ^UO  qtkti  M  ■  vXlfe 
‘ '  • .  nt9i>  .  •  *  '  /.ii  •>  ^  fodo 

*  .:/:f5  r.tci»  b-illll. 

'll  WMI  ■  iL'  ^K-zl.  o-^-’i  fW 

,  oi  n  o 
•.  .  “I',  'r  »:  O'  ^xiU 

tftw’.tJ  ^  ^  .... 

*{i  ■  ~^.«rl»33lO0 
♦  * '*•  >tCEUS@^ 

^.■VfjS  a*lt  S.  .  .  !,;  ,1^'  -■  JTi  y'^ 


i  »^  • 


v'f  Ir 

u  Hi  :i 

«.il*  ^  UV 

■-  :^H- 

,:io--.icf  3f^r 

»*  4>*f 

ajpj?-  • 

U 

a 

^'’■'- SI-.! 

1  .ti 

•'1*  ■’"  «'< 

.  .'•  .*i  ’  *v 

^  ■ ! 

'Ml, 

1  ■:/•' 

'«a*^  *tAida 

•  / 

- 

4^ 


Jitd:  r,  30  !  Mi<*  tXr^*? 

'*j-f  i 


o 


•  •  { 


n 

^v‘ 

j.tov  *  i»_» 

ijy 

.V  -ol 

#  , 

.,  >i  mij< 

iU4U 


MINUS  or  PLUS? 


Am  I  minus  or  plus 

a  friend 

when 

she  becomes  a  friend 
with  her  friend 
again? 

Only  waiting  and  time 
will  tell  me  if  I*m 
minus  or  plus 
a  friend. 

— Ginny  Lee 


TO  ALL  MANKIND 

I  say  Thank  you. 

You  have  taught  me 
and  are  still  teaching  me 

how  to  grovf 
and  learn  from  you. 

Your  hardships  help  me, 
teach  me 
how  to  grow. 

Your  love  fills  me 
and  opens  ngr  heart 
like  a  flower. 

To  YOU 

all  over  the  world 
I  say 
Thank  you. 


— Ginny  Lee 


Have  you  ever  loved? 
It's  really  something 
to  be  loved. 


CAN  YOU  NOT  LOOK 
into  the  cold,  clear 
night  and  see 
the  world? 

Are  v:e  so  concerned 
with  us  that  we 
cannot  see 
what's  happening? 

Are  enough  of  us 
hoping? 
helping? 
praying? 

Do  you  look  into 
the  cold,  clear  night 
and  see 
only  sky? 

— Ginny  Lee 
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TIIE  UmSIBlE  VfALL 


Humpty-'Ihjiiipt'y  tolJi  off  &  waUL 
Humpty— IHimpty  had  a  great  TaU.# 

All  the  King*s  horses, 
and  all  the  Eing*s  men 

Couldn’t  put  Kumpty  back  together  again. 

Then  an  hour~and»a-ha3jr 
vith  his  psychiatrist  Iriend 

tore  Humpty-Dumpty  two— fold  over  agaiJi. 

By  this  time  Humpty  was  crazy  as  hell. 

Ho  jumped  on  his  horse  and  let  out  a  yell^ 
”Xou  horses  and  men>  I  hate  you  all. 

I’ll  see  you  in  hell, 
and  that’s  not  all. 

I’ll  be  there  with  iiy  psychiatrist  friend, 
analyzing  your  minds  to  infinity’s  end.® 

by  Humpty-Dumpty 
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AWAKE 


All  is  in  flux 

The  wind  cries  among  the  pines 

The  rivers  rush  to  the  sea 

The  clouds  race  across  the  sky 

The  mountains  rise  and  fall  before  my  eyes 

The  sun,  the  moon,  they  mm  their  futile  chase 

(At  this  moment) 

The  clam  forms  a  pearl 

The  gazelle  falls 

The  lion  is  fed 

The  eagles  feed  their  young 

The  whale  is  suckling  its  calf 

The  virus  attacks 

The  elusive  electron  spins 

The  stars  fuse 

The  novi  explode 

The  galaxies  race  for  the  ends  of  the  universe, 
(Somewhere) 

It  rains 

The  babes  cry — the  new  air 
The  old  die — the  last  breath 
Men  laugh 
Men  cry 

We  each  arise 

Furies,  water  spouts  on  an  infinite  sea 
One  among  the  billions. 

The  winds  of  our  storms  give  us  life 
We  grow  in  strength 
The  winds  stronger 
We  search  (hope) 

For  others  (passion) 

To  share  (love) 

For  the  mythical  island 
A  dream. 

Some  become  lost 

The  storm  weakens  for  all  in  time 
We  protest 
"Too  soon" 

"Too  soon" 

The  sea  answers 
"Surrender" 

"Surrender" 

We  struggle 
In  vain 

The  winds  lose  their  force 
We  collapse  back  into  the  sea 
Merger  with  the  infinite  waters 
Union 
Re-union 


(continued ) 
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Quiet 
Listen 
Hear  it? 

Can  you  feel  it? 

Life 

Always  there 
Become  aware 

The  indivisible  Existence 
Feel  it? 

The  flow  of  the  universe 
Hear  it? 

The  hum  of  the  cosmos 
The  whisper  of  God, 

— Steve  Messick 


EXTENDED  TIME 


Minds  that  cross  and  bend 
Yet  do  not  touch. 

For  control  is  impossible. 
Accomplishing  only  facsimiles 
Of  unaccountable  love. 

I  give  you  acrylic  hopes. 

For  the  past  is  plastic. 

You  give  me  an  undependable  present 
For  the  past  is  plastic. 

Send  me  crawling 

To  barriers  that  cannot  be  mounted. 

Surpass  the  ungratefulness 
That  clouds  the  rememorance 
Of  times  together. 

Habitual  love 
lives  for  a  while. 

I  beg  for  a  retreat, 

A  seclusion  from 
Glaring  eyes. 


-Rusty 
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ON  JXOKING  INTO  BLAKE'S  "POISON  TREE" 


Deep  within  the  souls  and  ndnds  of  some  men  lie  fears, 
anxieties,  and  other  such  injuries  that  may  never  be  healed. 
Nurtured  and  cared  for,  they  can  grow  into  hate. 

Hate  is  like  a  poison  tree  in  that  when  fears,  like  poi¬ 
son  apples,  are  allowed  to  gTo\i  and  deceitfulness,  like  a 
pretty  apple  blossom,  is  allowed  to  bloom,  then  some  day  when 
the  hatred  is  fullgrown,  it  will  be  too  late  to  chop  it  down 
and  forgive.  The  fruit  will  have  been  picked;  only  the  bite 
and  hurt  will  knov/  no  end. 

The  hate  that  sometimes  imprisons  man  could  only  hurt 
its  own  prisoner,  for  it  turns  in  him  like  a  blade  of  the 
knife,  cutting  av/ay  the  love  that  would  otheiwdse  surround 
his  heart.  It  bums  in  him  like  a  flame  of  fire,  singeing 
the  remains  of  forgiveness  and  respect  from  the  love  that  has 
been  cut  away. 

Hate  is  of  the  mind,  descending  to  the  heart.  Love  is 
of  the  heart,  ascending  to  the  mind.  If  along  this  route 
the  two  should  meet,  there  just  might  be  a  new  (yes,  a  very 
new)  understanding, 

— Dale  Woods ide 


Every  day 

I  must  face  those 
who  despise  me, 

I  walk 

down  halls  plastered 
with  distorted  faces. 

They  have 

secrets  in  their  pockets 

and  they’ll  snatch  one  of  yours 

if  you're  not  careful. 

Look  now 

they  have  one  of  mine 
to  give  to  you 

Clasp  it 

and  send  it  no  further 

than  the  enclosure  of  your  hand, 

— Rusty 
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I  have  sat  here  long 
enough  to  watch  the 
sunset*  I  wonder 
who's  on  the  other 
side  of  the  world 
watching  the  sunrise, 
I  wonder  if  that 
person  knows  that 
I've  been  waiting, 

— Joe 


An  Actress 

I  wish  I  were  home 
drinking  ray  coffee,  sipping 
my  tea.  Being  relaxed  so 
I  could  just  be  me. 
Forgetting  the  stage-act 
That  I  play  so  well. 

Telling  my  friends  to 
just  go  to  hell. 


Unawareness 

Your  eyes  are 
open  but  you 
don't  see  what 
they  show  you. 
Life  is  flying 
right  by  you 
and  you're  not 
even  aware  of  its 
passing.  Wake 
up  blind  man. 


—Joe 


— Joe 


TO:  D.  L. 

Sleepy  moments 

that  I  have  dreamt  through, 

you  v;ere  in  them. 

You  are  a  gentle  soul  that 
drifts  between  twilight  and 
dawn,  and  I  v/ant  to 
drift  with  you. 

Feeling  so  peaceful  to 
be  in  your  presence  leads  me 
to  believe  that  maybe,  just  maybe 
we  are  friends. 


Joe 


Got  to  get  through  all  this 

There  must  be  bluer  skies 

I  can’t  see  an  end  too  soon 

But  I  know  there  are  better  ways  to  fly 

I  have  seen  it  in  others 

And  in  a  part  of  myself 

It  *  s  got  to  be  very  hard 

But  I’ll  make  it  with  God's  help 

Knowing  where  my  head  has  been 

Not  too  sure  of  where  it  will  go 

Not  too  good  at  understanding 

world  is  shaky,  scared,  but  the  only  one  I  know 
Knowing  better  in  ny  soul 
I  make  so  many  mistakes, 

God,  help  the  weak  be  strong,  make  me  whole. 


—Nancy  Patterson 


CORNER 

Every  day  the  old  man  and  the  boy  would  bring  their  old  beat-up  truck 
into  town  and  park  it  on  the  corner  of  26th  and  North  Center  Streets, 
There  they  would  sell  the  apples,  souash,  tomatoes,  canteloupes,  and  wa¬ 
termelons  that  they  had  gro^wn.  They  set  up  their  scales  and  crates  of 
produce  and  patiently  waited  for  their  first  customer.  Sometimes  they 
were  busy  and  sometimes  they  went  for  hours  without  selling  a  thing. 

Then  one  day  the  big  machines  came  and  prepared  to  move  the  houses  on 
that  corner.  As  the  trees  came  down  and  the  machines  slowly  moved  along, 
the  old  man  and  the  boy  waited  on  their  little  piece  of  the  corner  and 
sold  fruit.  Finally,  after  the  houses  were  moved  and  the  trees  were  gone, 
the  two  were  forced  to  leave.  They  were  replaced  by  concrete  and  asphalt, 
metal,  plastic,  and  lights.  Stores  were  built  with  lots  of  parking  space 
in  front,  lliey  even  built  a  grocery  store  that  sold  grapes,  plums,  or¬ 
anges,  cherries,  strawberries,  and  lots  of  other  things  that  the  old  man 
and  the  boy  didn't  sell, 

— Karen  McClamrock 


'  *■ 

r‘i^m 

/  I C*' ' 


-  •  '-iT  T). 

A  ‘  €  •' 


'  «• 


>■  V  -.pM 


*?  r  , 

^  "■*  -f 


■•:'£*  '‘iV 

SC 


#^<131 


* 


•i  '•  ^'  ..  cv'  vL’5 

^  i 

.  .  0'^>  ;MI  irirt  I 

wT»  j  ma  . 

•  <!iiO  nl  -ft  '-i  5V>ld  I 

riBq  .-  nt  bfiK  3. 

tfr  -f  ■*<:#  0^  !’,/%•  il  . 

,  »d  L  — .i:  efJi  -  St  5^:lm  /I'l  , 


i  ■*♦ 


■I  I  r 


;fn} 

1.  . .  f  -’  ^..„ 

i»  -  Vi  W 

'CS. 

•Ofc-'.v  *  » 

i>  -  -ift 

■ 

•  ,’n>  ■•M  •  1  . 

**ip  * 

icr  »•  >  s 

1 


■■J  '  •  -ri'^r  M  *»__-  r 

.  *  •' 

•  I 

.  :t 


%.  . . 


.:.  '  .<4WSMI  ^  ■  IV  ' 


tr' 


't 

A . 

T  J 


i 


r-  • 


*  k'  V* 


*"■  '  ^  '-f*'  i^  '\t!iHl 

‘--  •  '*3  •  •  ''<'1  '  .ni-’  Jl  :f  4**fi  oird 


V.‘  C'f  '*•}’  -.  .,«,U,  |,4,.  J.# 

■  ■ 

^A. 


• .  I 
^  • 


<U7 


V.-J.-,  ri  i4^r?^7 


^  ■■'  -ill 

‘  ♦,.  vr- 

1  '.-:  '^  .  ,  rf..  j  - 

*  ,  .  '•  i  ..  **  r  f- 

j  ’  >** 

i*.  V»  .  ■  ■!;*-(-• 


'f 


•ri:*'  .. 


.  •  .  /  i  -  Pi  .i.r^  ij|it.T 

•  ;  -Lsr-ji 

1  -  I^)y  .TSci 

T  :  j  ‘j  ;^  ■  .*,  ■ 

*rli 

;3>'.*»*Xr|  -J-iCT 


L 


. .‘  .  ^  1 !  '!■' 
^  *,  *[ :  '.'.  V 


*  1' •  -^i-wh 


'  'T  Ld#/’‘>  .  - \ 

•  i-ar  '  '.v.i  thT  6a£ 

■1 


■V'- 


GREENBACKS  AND  GERNSBACKS 


Ch,  how  I  love  being  a  science  fiction  writer, 

Although  many  critics  say  nothing  could  be  triter, 

I  construct  phantasmagoric  tales  of  science  fiction 
With  the  manifold  materials  of  science  diction, 

No  two  stories  alike* 

There’s  humor  and  horror 
And,  since  dealing  v;ith  people. 

There's  got  to  be  sorrow, 

^n  those  days  when  I  get  perverse, 

I  play  the  little  Dutch  boy  in  reverse. 

With  an  ink-stained  finger  reaching  high 

I  poke  a  hole  in  the  sky 

And  flood  the  world  with  BElis, 

Then  on  days  that  are  terrific 
I  dally  with  the  scientific — 

Rockets  humming  to  the  moon 
Landing  in  tune 
To  explore  my  whims 
In  LEIis. 

At  times  I  have  noble  fits. 

Warning  the  v;orld  of  some  future  Auschwitz. 

And  so  the  stories  stream  down  the  pike. 

I  lecture  on  pollution 
And  political  institutions. 

Genetic  aberrations 
From  creeping  radiations. 

Berserk  computers 
To  haunted  scooters. 

Alerting  humanity  to  its  dangerous  self  is  a  thankless  task 

No  doubt  causing  some  people  to  ask 

Why? 

But  a  writer  can  only  ignore  criticism 

And,  deciphering  the  light  through  his  own  special  prism. 
Keep  trying  to  bring  sanity  to  the  world 
In  fourteen  pages  at  two  cents  a  word. 


—Bill  Moose 


Hugo  Gernsback:  the  father  of  science  fiction  magazines 

BEM:  bug-eyed  monster 

LEM;  lunar  excursion  module 
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Have  You  Ever? 


Have  you  ever  needed 
and  not  been  able  to  have? 

Have  you  ever  dreamed 
and  then  woke  up  before  it  was  over? 

Have  you  ever  stopped  to  think 
and  couldn’t? 

Have  you  ever  looked 
and  seen  the  love  within? 

Have  you  ever  needed  my  love? 

— Charlotte  Fleming 


The  rain  came  and  made  me  feel  good. 

I  finally  got  a  chance  to  share  some 
feelings  I  was  afraid  showed  in  the 
sunlight , 

Since  it  was  raining,  no  one  could  tell 
if  the  drops  on  my  cheeks  were  tears 
or  rain. 

I  had  time  to  walk,  time  to  talk  to  God 
As  the  rain  fell  softly  on  my  face. 

The  woods  I  v/alked  in  opened  their 
heart  to  accept  me, 

God  was  so  close  then,  I  could  almost 
have  touched  him. 


-Charlotte  Fleming 


STILL  THE  RAIN  FALLS 

I  wanted  to  tell  you  v/hen  I  was  happy, 

I  picked  up  the  phone  to  call, 

I  let  it  ring  and  ring  some  more. 

But  still  the  rain  falls. 

I  wanted  to  tell  you  when  I  was  sad. 
When  death  and  sorrov;  I  saw, 

I  went  to  your  house  and  waited. 

But  still  the  rain  falls. 

You  desert  me  when  I  need  you. 

Never  home  when  I  call. 

If  having  faith  in  you  is  what  this  is. 
Then,  let  the  rain  fall. 


— Nancy  Patterson 


DEFINITION 


God  is 

an  expression  spoken  in  silence, 
a  silence  which  brings  communication 
between  two  souls; 

the  rising  sun  scattering  the  darkness^ 
the  movement  of  stars; 
a  humble  person, 

God  is  grace  you  cannot  touch 
but  can  feel. 


— Mark  Porter 


OICE, 

I  saw  the  wonders 
and  all  they  had  to  give 

Now, 

I  know  no  wonders 
and  nobody  wants  to  give. 

It  ^s  crying  time — 

Nobody  loves,  nobody  cares. 

Soon  the  end  will  come— 

What  will  become  of  the  end? 

— Diane  Benfield 


LABELS 

Too  many  times 
too  many  things 
have  labels. 

You  call  me  Black 
You  call  me  White, 

Only  can  3: 

should  have  labels, 

—Diane  Benfield 
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so  TO  GO 

I»ve  been  down  that  road 
of  smoke  and  dope 
I*ve  lost  friends 
and  ©ven  hope 
Can*t  see  the  s’^ 
just  feel  the  pa.in 
I*ve  lost  control 
don*t  neciesiber  ny  name 
The  feeling *8  bad 
deep  inside 
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vhen  you*ve  lost  your  sense 


lost  your  pride. 

If  those  who’ve  chosen 
that  road  could  know 
that  they  have  got 
80  far  to  go  •  •  •  • 


R.  Craig 
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VOCABULARY  EXEiXISE 


In  the  back  of  a  galaxy 

a  ffiass  of  grandiloquent  energy 
aggrandized  as  it  whirled  through 
celestial  nocturne. 

All  that  saw  it 

stared  in  awe 


then- 

whispered  of  its  lucent  beauty. 
One  minute  soul  murmured  and  yet 
was  heard  above  the  daisor, 

"'It  was  only  God,  passing." 

— Lynda  Bell 


CONFERENCE 
(for  JM) 


I  silent  image 

mirrored  in  the  boundaries 
of  ray  mind, 

I  horizon  that  you  touched 
and  built  to  form  the  feature 
of  this  that  I  call  me, 

I  know  you — my  friend — 
and  I  trust  you  to  know  me. 

All  the  walls  are  gone  now 
and  I  trust  you  to  be  gentle 
with  the  trembling  new  bom  me, 

—Lynda  Bell 
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Daphne 


I  traveled  with  you  down  lonely  roads 
passing  dark  secret  houses  vrith  their 

solitary  light  shining, 
slowly  past  gently  breathing  fields 
who  had  curled  to  sleep. 

We  scattered  the  silence  with  our  footfalls 
creeping  through  forests  who,  weeping, 

shook  their  tops  softly. 

V/e  perched  and  slept  above  the  moon-laden 
ribbon  which  quietly  flowed  below  us. 

A  vrind  whisper  awoke  me  in  the  night  telling 
me  things  about  you, 

I  turned  to  your  love  bed  finding  only 
moonlight  dancing  tnere 
and  the  breeze  blew  the  secrets  to  me 
that  I  will  never  iinderstand. 


— John  I^awrence  Smith 
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BASEBALL 


I  walk  up  to  bat, 

knees  begin  to  shake, 

I  wonder  if  a  hit 

Is  what  going  to  make. 

The  first  ball  comes  by; 

It  doesn't  look  so  bad, 

I  swing  the  bat  and  miss; 

That  really  makes  me  sad. 

TSm  more  balls  come  by; 

The  ump  sees  just  like  me. 

Just  two  more  like  that. 

And  on  first  base  1*11  be. 

The  pitcher  rares  back— 

He  intends  to  throw  a  strike, 

I  swung!  And  to  get  that  ball 
The  outfielder  needed  a  bike, 

— Chris  Cooke 
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Love  Affair 


She  cane  to  me  flowing, 
like  the  gentle  night  tide. 
Gentlj'  reaching  and  touching, 
like  a  rievrly  found  bride. 

Her  words  so  caressing 
as  v/aves  on  the  shore 
had  shut  out  all  reason 
and  I  opened  the  door. 

We  ch*;elt  there  in  splendor. 

It  seemed  such  a  game, 
as  vibrant  as  colors 
a  cool  suromer  rain. 

Then  v?e  traveled  together 
in  torture  and  pain. 

Love  became  hate, 
they  merged  as  the  same. 

I  tried  to  save  it. 

Was  it  really  that  vain? 

At  times  I  couldn’t 
remember  my  name. 


Had  I  opened  my  eyes 
when  I  opened  iry  heart 
and  viewed  with  reason 
rather  than  lust, 

I  might  have  viewed  things 

with  v/eary  distrust, 

and  I  might  not  have  traveled 

the  lonely  road 

of  drugs  .... 


— Bob  Holzworth 


Tlie  Shaking  of  a  Precedent 

forgive  me 
forget  me 

tired  of  fighting 
iH'e  no  more  thoughts 
that  i  can  bear  to  see 
ignored  or  s'hattered 
by  you  ^ 

>vith  your  sterile  cliches 
and  me 

as  i  grow  older 

the  casualties  are  too  high 
to  fight  iiwai-^  battles 
let  alone 
vjars  against  men 
i*ve  fought  too  rrany 
private  wars 
to  raise  my  heart 
against  you 

so  if  i  seem  drained  and  grey 
and  a  thousand  shouts  away 
forgive  me 
forget  me 

going  home^ 

--dmseymour 


AABCB 


If  I  \frite  my  song 
And  you  sing  along; 

If  you  buy  me  a  beer; 

Keep  in  mind 

I*'m  a  stranger  here 

If  you  take  me  home; 
If  you  let  me  roam; 

If  you  dry  ray  tears; 

Keep  in  mind 

I»ni  a  stranger  here* 

If  you  save  my  soul; 
If  you  make  me  whole; 
If  you  kill  my  fears; 
Keep  in  mind 
I *111  a  stranger  here* 
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PARCHED 


The  leaves  bung  limp  and  djpf 

Making  on:i.y  a  scratchy^  crackling  sound 

Whenever  tha  hot  evening  breeze  touched  theme 

The  grass  was  fade-d  and  parched 

And  rustled  like  straw 

As  I  passed  by^ 

*^They  depend  on  youj” 

I  chided  God^ 

'dv‘o  one  else  can  mrike  them  fresh.. 

Only  clear;,  svreet  rain 
F,rom  your  hand 

Can  make  them  soft  and  green  again* 

Thrrf  have  no  poirer  of  thei.r  own. 

They  look  to  you  for  ever7>d-.hirig* 

They  do  you  no  haimi  but  rather  seek  to  be  your  glor^^. 
How  can  you  deny  them  that  yciWve  made?'* 

That  nighty  as  1  lay  in  bed;, 

I  heard  the  rain  come* 


Huge,  g3.opping  drops. 

Seeping  down  between  the  cracks 
It  brought  me  little  comforts, 

And  I  couldn^t  understand  why 
Until  I  real-ized 


of  hardened  clay* 


That  the  trees  and  leaves  were  not  my  true  concern: 
J  w’’as  the  one  v/ho  ached  vri.th  thirst. 

It  was  me, 

V/lio  felt  so  parched  and  faded  and  forsaken* 


Lord, 
VJater  me* 


Sara  V/alker 
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TPDi  CRY  GOES  UP 


The  cry  goes  up  for  Peace, 

but  if  a  person  can^i  live 
\xith  himself  or  his  parents, 
can  he  live  with  the  'world? 


ine  crj  goes  up  for  Love, 

but  if  vie  aan  bate  our  neighbors, 
can  there  ever  be  true  love? 

The  cry  goes  up  for  Life, 

but  look  at  all  the  death 

that  this  search  lias  brought  about. 

The  cry  goes  up. 

V/ill  it  ever  be  ansv^ered? 


Nancy  Yarborough 


getting  late  novf, 

I  don't  k'noi'f  v/hat  tiiiie  it  is«-= 
It  really  doesn*t  natter. 

Time  is  selfish; 

It  gobbles  up  precious  moments 
As  if  they  meant  nothing. 


But  we  knovj-,  don't  v;e? 

Ke  lj_ve  each  second  to  its  fullest. 
Cheating  tiirie  of  its  little  game. 


—Nancy  Yarborough 


D,  S,  T, 

Cars>  like  big  cats 

creep  out  of  black  holes 

stalk  down  dark  streets 

piercing  the  darkness  with  white  eyes 

searching  eastward  for  their  prey — 

the  sun. 


—Glenda  V/ilhelm 
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Toni  Stikcleather*' 


the  mind  of  a  child 


•  e  • 

is  a  complex  system  v/hich  only 
the  bravest  of  men  try  to  understand. 


a  peeping  sun  through  window  panes 
tells  us  a  new  day  has  dawned 

a  day  that  holds  a  young  child's  games 
with  the  innocence  of  nothing  wronged, 

now  out  to  breakfast  and  out  to  play 
in  a  world  only  children  see, 
and  as  a  thought  in  the  mind  of  a  child 
i  know  in  this  world  i'll  be, 

where 

butterflies  are  hatched  from  golden  eggs 
and  centipedes  have  fifty  million  legs 

where 

alligators  hide  in  the  "old  mill  creek" 
and  the  front  step  of  the  haunted  house 
does  actually  creak 

where 

your  daddy  is  the  strongest  man 
in  the  town 

he  once  (in  the  backyard)  wrestled 
a  tiger  he  found. 

and  in  the  world  where  the  moon  is 
a  big  apple  pie 
that  can  be  eaten  by  swinging 
and  touching  the  sky. 

now  this  is  a  world  of  private  seclusion 
that  can  be  unlocked  with  a  key 
of  pretending  illusion, 
so  on  to  the  corridors  of  knowledge 
i  travel 

and  try  the  complexity  of  fear 
to  unravel 

for  along  with  the  happiness  and 
dreams  of  a  child 
there  are  dangers  so  fierce 
and  so  wild 
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so  once  again  unlocking  the  doors 
to  the  eyes 

i  look  from  behind  a  deceiving 
disguise 

for  the  innocence  born  on  a 
child’s  fresh  face 
can  cover  the  pain  yet  cannot 
erase 

a  fear  of  darkness  that  lies  untold 

and  loud,  uni<:ind  people  v/ho  appear  so  bold 

and  a  frightening,  wintery  night  so  cold. 

now  these  are  some  of  the  fears  i  did  see 
as  i  opened  the  portals  to  set  them  all  free 
for  the  thoughts  in  a  child  should  happy  be. 

postlude 

from  beginning  into  infinity 
i  travel 

for  life  is  fleeting  yet 
thoughts  do  remain 
and  are  passed  on  through  time 
in  the  minds  of  all  men 

thoughts  which  signify  hope — 
for  hope  as  an  anchor 
firm  and  sure  holds  fast 
the  Christian  vessel  and 
defies  the  blast. 

thoughts  which  signify  achievement 
for  achievement  teaches  us 
how  to  learn  to  labor 
and  to  wait, 
men  are  remembered  by 
their  achievements  as 
footprints  in  the  sands 
of  time. 

thoughts  which  signify  wisdom 

wisdom  is  the  perfect  good 
of  the  human  mind,  for 
wisdom  gives  life  to 
those  who  have  it, 

and  thoughts  that  bind  together  a 
brotherhood 

while  laying  a  founbation  for 
dreams. 

for  dreams  are  not  so  far  away, 
far,  how  far,  no  tongue  can  say, 
so  let  us  dream  our  dreams  today. 
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MEMORIES 


Memories  v/hich  lace  your  mind  and  light  your  cigarette: 

Some  made  to  remember,  some  made  to  forget. 

Lost  in  v/ebs  of  time,  I  guess 5 
Live  today,  forget  the  rest, 

V/atchin’  summers  dry  a.vja.j  like  dew  upon  the  grass. 

Winter  v;inds  which  linger  but,  in  time,  must  surely  pass: 
Silver  moons  on  midnight  snow; 

Wave  goodbye  and  let  them  go, 

Passin*  years  v/hich  grey  your  hair  and  etch  upon  your  face. 
B‘uture  hopes  and  memories  v/hich  keep  you  in  the  race. 
Winter  comes  as  summer  flees. 

Full  of  hope  and  memories. 


-Jeff  Templeton 


Time  passes , slowly 

Minutes  are  as  drops  of  v/ater .drip. .. ,drip, .. .drip, ,etc. 
The  night  is  gone,  slipped  away  under  the  cover  of  darkness. 
Day  has  entered. .. .bow  down. 

smile 

laugh 

rejoice 

dance 

sing 

give  honor 


Time  is  upon  us 

Shadows  are  lifting 

Catch  the  sun  in  buckets, .Don 't  spill  a  drop! 
Smell  the  v.'ind,  fresh  and  clean 
Don't  be  afraid 

Run  nude  in  the  light 

No  one  knows  the  better 


Hurray  f 


— Jeff  Templeton 


God,  in  wisdom  and  in  pity, 
gave  the  people  of  the  world 
their  most  precious  gift;  Death, 


— Lynda  Bell 
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One  day  I  went  walking 

I  saw  grass  a.nd  trees,  *which  grevi  from  tiny  seeds^ 

Kven  the  tiniest  blade  of  grass  had  its  ovm  shadov/s, 
texture^  and  the  scent  of  nevmess, 

I  sa\^^  a  sky,  blue  and  bright  and  beautiful.  The  background 
for  all  of  His  creation,  the  glory  of  it  all  shining 

and  infinite  and  proving  there  is  not  a  limit 
to  what  can  be. 

I  heard  birds  and  bees.  Wind  and  seas.  Leaves  rustling, 
people  bustling,  somewhere,  unaw’are  that  peace 

lies  right  there,  because  they  didn't  have  time 
to  just  be. 

I  smelled  a  bloom.  The  grass.  The  freshness  of  water.  I  didn’t 
want  this  loveliness  to  pass,  but  I  knew  it  must,  though 
it  v/ould  return  again,  and  again,  perhaps  in  the 
same  form  or  still  another, 

I  felt  the  joy  of  moving  slowly,  sometimes  quickly.  Sometimes  I 
felt  sorrov/  for  all  of  those  far  and  near  w^ho  couldn't 
share,  v;ho  wouldn’t  share,  might  never  know 
the  beauty  of  God's  peace. 

I  felt  love  for  my  Creator,  for  being  given  the  privilege  to  be 

here  nov/,  v;henever  ncM  is,  v/herever  nov/  is  and  doing  whatever 
nov7  is  to  be  spent  doing. 


So  many  tmes  these  memories  fade, 

I  become  lonesome,  I  feel  lost  once  again.  But  not  for  long. 

For  no  matter  how^  long  and  hard  the  storm,  the  sun  comes  out 
once  again.  Shining,  vjarming  and  nourishing.,, 
the  earth,  and 

my  soul. 


—Fiarty  Folsom 
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My  Family 


In  my  family  the  children  nuiuber  four. 

There  are  times  V!hen  I  v/ish  there  were  a  fev/  more. 

Not  at  mealtime  vfhen  we  have  only  small  steaks, 

Nor  at  dessert  time  when  v/e  have  a  big  pineapple  cake, 

Just  times  like  vjhen  I  need  help  fighting  my  brother 
Or  times  v/hen  I  need  help  settling  arguments  v/ith  my  mother. 


Two  boys  and  two  girls  they  say  is  an  ideal  number. 
And  since  I  am  the  oldest,  smarte:^  and  best-looking. 


I  won’t  grumble. 


— Chris  Cooke 


Seeds  sprout 
PD.ants  grovf 
Flowers  bloom 
Bees  pollinate 
Men  kill, 

Sammy  Harmon 


Greater  m.en  than  I  have  walked  this  trail. 
Greater  men  than  I  shall  follow. 

But  in  the  end,  I  and  all  of  those 
Greater  men  shall  die  in  pain  and  sorrow. 


—Sammy  Harmon 
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To  smile  is  to  show  yourself. 
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To  love  means  G 

not  just  to  see  but  '  I 

to  feel  purely  and  N 

simply^  in  love,  N 

Y 

L 

Love  is  giving  E 

everything  and  E 

expecting 


nothing , 


Touch  me  and  see 
the  lovingness  of  me. 

To  know  is  to  love 
And  to  love  is  to  know. 


V/E 

Do  you  see 
what  I  see 
v/here  I  see 
when  I  see? 

No,  because  you 
aren’t  me. 

As  I  am  me 
As  you  are  you 
We  are  v/e. 

Together  we  are  one. 


YOUR  LOVE 

To  be,  not  one,  but  tw^o. 
Would  be  my  heart’s  desire. 

How  can  I  keep  going 
V/ithout  your  love? 


MISS  YOU 

How  I  miss 
your  calls 
your  face 
your  vjarm 
embrace 

Miss  our  talks 
your  loving  looka- 

liiss  your  hand 
holding  mine 
in  the  cold 


How  I  miss 
your  hellos 
and  even  your 
goodbyes. 
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I  hate  you 
You 
lie 
rape 
murder 
destroy 
How  can  you 
so  cruel 
cold 
evil 

You  disgust 
spit  in  your 
I’ve  seen 

the  innocent  hurt  | 

I’ve  smelt  t 

the  babies  burnt  | 

I’ve  heard  [ 

the  lonely  cry  1 

I ’ve  felt  I 

your  cold  cold  eyes  | 

So  damn  smug  | 

You  sit  and  judge  | 

Satan  alive  | 

I  hate  you  | 

I  hate  myself  t 

or  I  am  you  ( 

Yet  I 

I  love  you 

You  : 

truthfhl  I 

I 

lover  I 

creator 
Oh  God 

how  beaut  if  uj. 
how  wonderful 
you  are 
I  embrace 
and  kiss  you 
Oh  dear 
^eet 

brothers  and  sisters 
I  see  v/^ithin  you 
untapped  reservoirs 
of  love 

We  can  drown  the 
evil 

with  our  love 
burst  the  dam 
But  you  say 
it  is  hard 
oh  so  hard 
to  give 
to  know 
to  love 
Each  day 
Adam  falls 
I  know 

I  understand 
I  am 
YOU 

Steve  Messickj 
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Sitting  alonC;.  crying.  The  tears  of  rnj.sei"y. 
iiach  tear  drop  symbolizing  the  agony  of  the 
v/orld's  disposition. 

Stretching  for  a  touch  that  may  possibly  cure 
this  distorted  feeling  of  one's  innermost  self. 

But  in  reaching,  find  there’s  nothing  except 
the  destined  destruction  , 

The  v/orld  never  taking  time  out  to  return 
that  affection  that  is  so  greatly  desired. 

Looking  only  for  what  wealth  can  be  engulfed 
by  the  everreaching  grasp  of  those  highly  refined 
sophisticates. 

With  them  is  never  to  turn  backv/ards,  to  look, 
and  to  see  hov;  much  waste  has  been  spilled, 

Harvey  Reid 


Hey,  People  I  You  noddin’  agin’;  you  betta 
wake  up! 

I  said,  Hey,  People,  you  noddin’  agin’;  you 
betta  v:ake  up! 

Cause  if  you  don’t,  the  man’s  gonna  tip  around. 
Yeah,  he’s  gonna  tip  around  and  catch  you. 

And  you  gonna  be  his. 

His  to  handle  any  way  he  v/ants. 

His  to  do  with  what  he  chooses. 

So  I  say.  Hey,  People,  you  betta  wake  up! 

— ^Harvey  Reid 


I’m  a  Black  man. 

And  this  Black  hand 

Will  some  day  rule  this  land. 

I’ll  get  power.  Black  power. 

And  I’ll  use  it  eveiy  hour. 

Yet  I  wonder  if  this  should  be. 

To  treat  those  people  the  way 

They  have  treated  me?????????I  don’t  know,  .  ,  , 


-Harvey  Reid 
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I  wish  my  hands 
were  busy  touching 
you;  stroking  you, 

I  wish  Try  mouth 
v/ere  busy  telling 
you  secrets  of  hov/ 

I  feel  about  you, 

I  wish  uy  mind 
v;ere  busy  thinking 
of  v/ays  that  I 
could  please  you. 

But,  mostly,  I  vrish 
that  iT^  heart  v;ere 
busy  in  building 
up  my  hopes 
that  you'd  be  busy 
v/ith  me  in  return, 

—Joe 


da\t;d 

\^at  v.'ould  you  say 
if  I  said  that  I'd  like 
to  be  in  your  company? 

It  v^ouldn't  hurt  me  if 
you  would  say,  "No  thanks, 
though  it  would  wound 
me  if  you 
said  nothing 


FACTS  ABOUT  FOOD 


Sandwiches  were  named  for  the  Earl  of  Sandwich,  an  English  noble¬ 
man  of  the  eighteenth  century.  He  enjoyed  playing  caixis,  and  he  would 
order  a  servant  to  bring  him  two  slices  of  bread  with  a  piece  of  meat 
between  them. 

Some  Europeans  eat  a  fourth  meal,  called  supper,  late  at  night. 
Continental  Europeans  often  have  an  early  breakfast  of  sweet  rolls  and 
coffee  or  hot  chocolate  and  eat  a  second  breakfast  later  on-r-hence  the 
term  "continental  breakfast," 

Early  civilizations  developed  in  areas  where  food  was  plentiful. 
The  ancient  Egyptians  grew  crops  in  the  rich  soil  of  the  basin  of  the 
Nile  River,  They  preserved  food  by  pickling,  smoking,  or  salting. 

The  early  Greeks  and  Romns  'f^buttered"  bread  with  olive  oil,  and 
grapes  were  fermented  to  make  wine.  They  raised  fish  in  ponds  and  were 
the  first  to  use  oyster  beds. 

Between  1000  and  1300  A,D.,  Europeans  were  taken  to  eastern  lands 
by  the  Crusades,  Here  they  ate  new  foods  and  acquired  new  tastes. 

Their  desire  for  better  food  influenced  the  exploration  of  new  lands, 
Christopher  Columbus  hoped  to  bring  spices  from  India,  Though  he 
did  not  find  spices,  he  opened  the  pantries  of  Europe  to  new  vegetables, 
such  as  corn,  potatoes,  squash,  and  tomatoes, 

Spanish  explorers^  brought  back  cassava  roots  and  cacao  beans.  The 
Indians  in  the  New  World  showed  the  colonists  where  to  find  salt  and 
and  taught  them  how  to  cook  wild  animals. 


Mary  Jane  Blackley 


DIA]-IOI®S 


The  human  soul  is  as  a  diamond. 

Hard,  precious,  beautiful 
We  find  them  in  nature 
Rav;,  hidden. 

To  find  them,  you  must  dig. 

They  seem  cheap,  dull,  covered  with  dirt, 

But  given  care 

Polished 

Tliey  reveal 

Beauty 

Infinite  depths 
A  thousand  facets. 

They  refract  the  light  about  them 
Heightened,  excited,  enlightened. 

But,  remember; 

"^'he  only  thing  that  can  polish  a  diamond, 
That  can  reveal  the  hidden  beauty, 

Is  another  diamond, 

—Steve  Plessick 


AS  YOU  ARE 


At  first  look,  I  could 
see  you.  A  hard,  gentle  person. 
Wanting  the  gentle  to  override  the 
hard  and  let  self  be 
exposed. 

Don’t  cover  yourself 
from  me  ,  .  .  let  your 
self  be  free  for  I 
can  accept  you  as  you 
are  and  not  what 
you  have  to  be. 


To  live  in  the  hearts 
of  the  ones  v;e  love 
is  not  to  die, 

— Ginny  Lee 


— Chip 


With  the  dropping  of  leaves  in  fall 

The  cold  loneliness  of  winter’s  kiss 

Starting  all  over  with  warm  spring’s  call 

The  life  of  a  tree  or  an  answer  to  a  wish 

To  accept  things  for  what  they  have  been 

A  longing  for  what  they  can  be 

Loving  and  learning  hov;  to  win 

Opening  the  heart  and  mind  to  see 

A  helping  hand  from  deep  within 

Knowing  the  heart  of  a  true  friend 

To  see  us  all  from  out  to  inside 

Finding  we  are  all  married  to  the  same  Pride* 


Nancy  Patterson 


A  MANIC-.DEPRESSIVE  HALLUCINATION 

by 


Rodney  W,  Page 


The  young  gentleman  sat  dovm  to  the  task  he  knew  had  to  be  done. 
He  had  only  seven  more  hours  to  do  it  in,  and  it  had  to  be  done.  He 
had  had  his  fun  that  night  and  was  wanting  to  put  it  off,  but  the  fact 
remained:  the  term  paper  had  to  be  done  that  night. 

As  he  laid  his  pen  and  pa, per  ready  and  the  book  (Hamlet)  on  the 
desk  in  front  of  him,  he  v/ished  to  God— or  Satan- — or  anybody — that  he 
could  get  out  of  this  damn  paper® 

V/ell,  anyway,  as  he  got  maybe  the  first  tv/o  or  three  words  writ¬ 
ten  down— SLAxM!— a  noise  from  the  front  hallway, 

’’That  damn  cat!"  he  exclaimed,  Gary  (by  the  v;ay,  that’s  this 
young  fellow’s  name)  chased  the  cat  through  the  hall,  downstairs,  and 
out  the  back  door. 

By  this  time  it  was  getting  to  be  about  three  a,m,,  and  he  knew 
he  had  to  get  to  work.  He  ran  upstairs  and  was  just  starting  dili¬ 
gently  to  work  when  suddenly  he  heard  a  noise  in  the  closet— or  maybe 
he  didn’t.  Yes,  there  it  was  again. 

Very  quietly  Gary  slid  out  of  his  chair  and  picked  up  a  golf  club 
that  he  kept  in  his  room.  Cautiously,  with  the  motions  of  a  cat,  he 
moved  to  the  closet  door  to  once  and  for  all  end  the  noise  of  that  rat 
that  had  been  keeping  him  up  nights. 

As  he  threw  the  door  open,  preparing  to  swing  the  club  down,  he 
spied  a  pair  of  black  patent  shoes  with  spats  above  them.  Following 
them  up  was  a  full  tuxedo,  a  top  hat  and  cane,  and  in  this  apparel  was 
a  six-foot  rat  begging  his  pardon. 

Stepping  out  of  the  closet,  handling  a  cigarette  holder  with  ci¬ 
garette  from  v/hich  smoke  was  issuing  but  which,  strangely  enough,  was 
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not  being  consumed^,  and  in  the  other  hand  a  shot  glass  that  he  sipped 
from  constantly  and  never  emptied,  he  looked  at  Gary  nonchalantly  and 
said,  "Are  you  too  busy  to  talk?" 

At  first  the  fact  that  the  rat  had  spoken  to  him  didn’t  bother 
Gary,  so  he  answered,  "No»"  Then  it  began  to  bother  him.  But  the  rat 
had  a  certain  air  that  gave  Gary  a  feeling  of  security,  so  he  no  more 
feared  or,  in  point  of  fact,  v/as  surprised  at  him  being  a  six-foot  rat 
in  a  tuxedo. 

After  this,  the  two  talked  rather  freely  to  each  other  as  do  two 
friends  that  haven't  seen  each  other  in  a  long  time.  The  rat  offered 
Gary  a  drink  and  with  pleasure  he  accepted,  V/hipping  a  small  shot  glass 
and  a  bottle  of  very  vintage  wMskey  out,  the  rat  poured  him  a  drink. 
Together  the  two  talked  an  i  drank  until  finally  the  rat  said,  "I  must  go; 
it  is  getting  extremely  late," 

The  next  morning,  Gary's  mother,  trying  diligently  to  get  him  awake, 
finally  resorted  to  pouring  water  over  his  head. 

V/aking  groggily  and  drooling  over  his  term  paper,  he  sat  up  and 
looked  doim  at  his  paper  with  the  title  "Hamlet"'  written  and  smeared  at 
the  top  of  the  page.  Suddenly  out  of  his  hand  fell  a  small  shot  glass. 

You  may  ask  me  if  I  think  this  story  true  or  false,  I  know  the 
answer.  For,  you  see,  I  was  there. 


Illustrated  by  Mary  Quattlebaum 
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THE  DREAM 


I  laid  down  ny  mind 
to  sleep 
A  dream 
a  vision 

came  in  the  night 

I  awoke  and  saw 

a  pale  orb 

Diana  rising 

casting  her  spell 

In  the  dim  ]i_ight  I  perceived 

outlines 

strange  shaped  (white  trees  and  gray  lakes) 

Looking  closer  I  saw 

faceless  men  and  women 

ashen  colored 

no  eyes 

no  ears 

no  lips 

reach  out  to  touch 

They  stumbled  on 

unfeeling 

Then  I  heard 

a  faint  whisper 

the  song  of  the  somnambulist 

All  the  people 

danced  to  the  tune 

not  knowing  why 

To  the  east 

a  faint  glow 

the  hidden  sun  waiting 

below  the  horizon 

to  bring 

light 

warmth 

life 

so  the  blind  might  see 
the  deaf  hear 
the  buds  bloom 
Would  it  rise? 

Or  forever  lie  hidden? 

I  don*t  know 
tfy-  eyes  closed 

The  next  morning 
I  awoke 

and  joined  the  sleepwalkers 


— Steve  Messick 
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Let’s  be  family. 

Well,  really  we  are  already. 

I  mean,  I  was  born. 

And  tha.t’s  all  the  proof  I  need 
That  we’re  related. 

So  many  people — ■ 

Everyvfhere — 

Searching  for  their  roots. 

If  only  they  could  understand. 
We  all  belong  to  one  another. 
Bound  as  long  as  life  endures 
In  a  kinship  we  can’t  deny. 
Imagine — Someday, 

Mankind  reaching 
Each  to  each 
Saying, 

’’Let's  be  family," 

— Sara  Walker 


PETTIT  Mars 


One’s  greatness  comes  only  from  one's  losses, 

*  -K-  •«-  -K-  -K- 

naked  appearance — 

The  vision  of  a  thousand  strings 
hung  in  my  mind, 

*  *  -K-  •«-  -}<- 

Ify  dreams  are  like  smoke — 

They  fade  away  and  leave  nothing, 

a-  <-  -a- 

Sex  is  sometimes 
a  burden.  It  is  a  way 
to  show  love,  and  then 
it  can  get  in  the  way  of  love. 


by  Mke  Pettit 
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Illustration  by 
Bob  Holzv/orth 


I)o  not  be  afraid 

For  the  dark  and  coldnesa-; 

Come  but  once. 

And  the  tiine 
That  now  stands  sti3.1 
Shall  some  day 
Bring  us  together. 

The  silence  of  many  tongues 
Causes  fear  in  ny  heart. 

My  soul  echoes  shouts  of 
has  ^e^'srted  ^ — - 
And  yet  he  has  not. 


A  final  prayer? 

Fear  not; 

God  has  not 
deserted  you» 
And  you  have  surely 
Found  peace 6 


—Rusty 


A  Dream 


«  «  « 

is  something 

to  hope,  to  strive, 
to  push  onward  and  fonfard  for 
in  a  v/orld  of  dis«-bolieving 
and  unfaced  reality* 


A  Dresjn  ,  .  * 
is  something 

to  want,  to  strive  to  get 
through  a  v/orld  of  sadness 
and  anxiety, 

A  Dream  ,  .  , 
is  somethirjg 

3.ike  a  cloud  floating  through  space, 
never  to  be  touched,  harmed  or 
taken  av/ay« 

A  Dream  .  .  « 

is  a 

place  of  enchantment,  a  quiet 
moment  by  something  or  someone 
you  love , 

It’s  a  wish  to  be  washed  on  an 
.  Aladdin lamp, 
to  blow  softly  through  the  air 
\/ithout  moving  or  stirring 
tree,  bush,  or  the  very  stillness  of  the  earth, 

A  Dream  ... 


is  an 

impossible  conquest  which  will  linger 
on  in  memory 

with  a  taste  of  wanting  to  last 
through  all  eternity. 


— Toni  Stikeleather 


AUDIENCE 


They  stare  while  they 
examine.  Will  they 
destroy  me  or  ignore 
me?  No,  they  must  kill 
me!  At  least,  that 
way,  1*11  know  that 
they  paid  me  a  little 
attention, 

— Joe  (dedicated  to  the  Speech  Class) 


Why  me? 

Why  must  I  be  the  one 
Who  is  alv^ays  vrrong? 

Can’t  you  see,  America,  it’s 
been  that  way  too  long? 

Am  I  a  man  because  I  fight 
your  wars? 

When  you  play  with  your 
people,  like  children 
with  toys, 

0,  America,  are  you  really 
the  land  of  the  free? 

When  all  I  ask  for  is  peace 
and  love, 

America,  why  me? 


•Harold  Craig 


67 


Turning  through  the 
Pages  of  my  mind. 

There  are  brovm,  aged  sheets 
V/ith  the  comers  turned  dov/n 
Full  of  memories — 

A  day  in  the  mountains, 

A  night  on  a  ouiet 
deserted  beach  and 
Happy  moments  with  friends. 
Pictures  that  come  and  go 
Of  people  who  have  made 
My  life  so  complete, 

Faces  that  smile 
And  bring  me 

Happiness  when  the  present 
Engulfs  me  in  grief. 

And  the  memories  of  you 
That  were  not  so  happy 
Cannot  be  erased 
But  need  not  be 
Remembered . 

— Rusty 
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Is  it  so  important  to  hear  cars  go  by. 

Or  to  simply  know 

That  Jacques  Cousteau  still  lives 

And  hummingbirds  are  smaller  than  eagles? 

For  when  you  ponder  and  I  see  your  face, 

I  realize  50-cent  pieces  and  crayons 
Could  mean  more  than  me. 

But  if  I  had  a  thousand  dollars 
And  all  the  crayons  in  the  world. 

Would  it  be  so  important? 

—Rusty 

The  world  is  a  marketplace  of  dreams, 
each  man  bargaining  for  his  own  destiny. 

Jonathan  Allen 
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COMMUNICATION 


Look  with  your  heart, 

Hear  with  your  eyes. 

Feel  through  the  pores 
of  youi-*  body. 

Speak  through  your  fruits; 

and  the  rain  and 
wind  v/ill  come 
to  bathe  you. 

Tides  shall  come 
in  folly. 

Stars  and  moons 
will  come  to 
greet  you 

And  the  warm  ground 
rest  you  in 
peace. 


Amen, 

Mark  Porter 


WHERE  ARE  YOU? 

I  was  with  you 
but  now  I  am  here, 
tripping  through  a 
black  and  color¬ 
flashing  eternity, 
I  thought  I  was 
near  you,  I  even 
saw  you,  and  yet, 

I  was  being  pulled 
away.  Pulled  back 
into  my  sickness 
of  losing  you, 

— BFS 


■» 


*  *■  r 


« 

-*• 


1 


l« 


i 


iiar'*i 


«viM 

r 


-'  iS8''%  ■ 


ill; 


P*ii.r’*T;:| 


1 


'  "U 

dl 


.  /■ 


K 


Ttu^  ^(?ri  |%c->v  ■ 

« 

1'- 

«i^v  ^ 

■'-i  ‘‘I  ."ijif) 

’  •  ’>tWir  4M  1  :  i'  ■* 

•i^ •  i '# ? ■  ihti'^ 

-  .  'y'  tViX'i 

'  j't^  - i 

.  -*^ 

'3Xi.^  •  “^  .! 

>  ‘  i 

•^Birjlji.l# » V 


f 


'  .•  '  '  ^  Jtr  :  ■ 

'  *  .*1  %  i  ’  ( ,  -■ ^ 


\ 

s 

i? 


r 


■'y  ■ 


CO  <  « 


markers 


Row  upon  row 
Of  brick  and  stucco 
Or  wood  if  you're  poor. 

Hideaway  places 

faces 

Who  bolt  up  the  doors 


Graves  self-contained 
Of  those  v/ho  refrain 
From  reaching  to  someone 


From  love  and  from  giving 
Or  touching  or  living 
hey  give  and  they  get  non 


Fearing  the  days 
And  fearing  men's  ways 
s  the  shadows  grow  darker 

As  time  slov/ly  goes 

All  they  can  show 

Is  a  brick,  stucco  marker. 
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libraries 

Musty  little  alcoves 
Shelter  dusty  plots  and  prose, 
eroes  long  forgotten 
Still  triumph  over  foes 
yUowed  dog-eared  page^ 

Hold  the  wisdom  of  the  sages. 
And  loyeiy  leading  ladies 

^  repose. 

A^aded,  broken  covers, 

At  attention  in  straight  lines. 
Run  the  gamut  of  emotions 
And  span  the  bridge  of  tim.e. 

A  storehouse  full  to  flowing. 
And  all  who  care  of  knowing 
Fulfill  the  prophecy 
mat  those  who  seek  shall  find. 


m 

if 


^:i,  —j  ■'^•— 

-.'  U 

.  ..  i 


■«*% 

f  .  - 1- 


.  V  nc. 

.1*.%  li? 

<l';'^’i'  ft 'IN  ‘  Vi^ 

•  ^  < 

» 

jfcrC;  c-^sy. 


ii-;  _  ..«>X 


V  , 


-’  •  «  , 


^  >4 
•»  "' 


■a  ^  iwl^ 


•*  ,.  'A, 


\  •• 


C**-V'S 
***  tT 

1  ■Z'^ 


“  -vi*  •sset^  w 

^  4-  T  ■■  'U  11  %:  ' 

,4r‘rtd-  •  •iV" '’*‘'' 


~ 

..■'  ■'  ' ». 


,■}  n^y '-  ■/  ■ 

flifi  f^dji  -4 


.t 

'  f. 


> 

nrTV 

i-,,' 

t 

* 

t 

♦.  f  ■  ^ 

.  - 

’,•»  -  ‘.n  ■ 

^  ’ 

*•  . 

f 

t 

#--%4  »  .V 

If  1*  T  •  ^ 

\  ^ 

.'■:'.“S|W  • 

■ 

M 

,  *.  a  ■ 

\ 

y  .  . 

- 

-  ,%l 

/  ilV 

•  V 

vtv; 

,  u 

»•  4 

fits; 

Ih 

V  ’  J•*^ 

•  1 

u4d4 

=4  A  V- ‘■' 

••  '.»'  •ir'.^  f-  >1 

.  V?  *■•  'V'  ■'* 

v''>ii'i  i^iil  ^  ''»*i  4 

•vii^" '■- '‘  'S' :• '^^  ^''  ''  '  “'-' 
-^jiwirt  t'-  C'f't**  i- '  I  •  *♦•  ^ 

.v'’"  ■  'i»'*T»  • '■■ 'It’ 


isi 


I 


He  Is  There  .  .  .  Sleeping 


I  see  him  there, , . 
sleeping. 

I  wonder  where 
his  resting  rrdnd 
is  taking  him. 

I  see  him  there,, , 
sleeping. 

I  wish  that  I 
could  follow  him 
to  love  him,  but 
his  dreams  won't  allov;  me 
to  do  so. 

Still... 

v/hile  he‘s  there 
sleeping 

perhaps  he's  dreaming 
o  f  me .... 

— Joe 


While  He  Sleeps 

V 

Trees  were  dark 

\ 

against  an  already 
dark  sky.  The  lake 
was  resting  in  its 
sleepy  quietness. 

His  eyes  \vere  still 
yet  they  were  dancing 
with  thought,  I  wanted 
to  touch  him  .  .  , 

— Joe 


But  he  might  awaken 
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lAst  Year's  Broken  Children 

nights  blend  slowly 
under  blue  haze  of  hash 
frightened  pain  laughter 
on  25  peak 

flashback  to  nocturnal  wilderness  trauma 
when  people  were  passion 
and  anger  felt  deep 
/\  /\  />  /\ 

V/e  were  told  to  walk  on  water 
\Vhen  the  waves  were  closing  in* 

We  began  to  search  for  saviors; 

We  were  praying  for  a  sin* 

we  packed  our  minds  and  stash  bags. 
fought  our  wayward  v;ay  from  home 
waved  good-bye  to  childhood  colors 
and  moved  to  a  semi-conscious  state 

We  wept  for  the  sins  of  the  city* 

Begged  the  pagan  night  for  more* 

Made  love  to  stumbled  souls 
We’d  never  seen  before, 

oh  we  were  so  very  young 
didn’t  have  no  place  to  go 
except  on  down  the  road 
and  over  the  edge  of  the  world 
Nov;  some  men  turn  to  Jesus. 

And  some  men  turn  to  wine. 

My  friends  and  I  lay  dizzy 

Between  the  altar  and  the  vine. 
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MORNIf^G 


Shine  in,  sun  rays. 

And  dance  upon 
My  vail. 

Sing  merrilj^  of  life 
And  the  happiness 
Triangles  of  brigint 
Yellows  and  r-eds  bring 
Move  freely  across 
Ky  bed  and  warn 
My  trembling  body. 

So  cold,  so  cold. 

Give  me  warmth 
And  security 
Against  the  torment 
And  anguish. 


Shine  in,  sun  rays 
From  God  *3  crr-rn  hand 
And  make  me 
lliankful  for  the 
Blessings  1  possess 
And  take  away 
The  pain  of 
Losing  and 
Losing  and 
Losing* 

-—Rusty 


The  hand  of  the  Lord  cracked  the  sun 
Gn  the  eastern  side  of  the  v/orld. 
Soft  yeLlow  light  ran  and  aifirled. 
Pushing  back  the  dark. 

Bubbling  and  puffing  up  till  golden  ( 
God’s  having  His  sunrise  scrambled  t< 
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Ha^r  FEELINGS  CHANGE 


by  Kent  Dov/ell 


Have  you  ever  noticed  hov/  indifference,  love,  and  hate  can  change  in 
a  person  very  easily  and  quickly?  These  three  main  feelings,  I  believe, 
make  hujnan  beings  human*  These  feelings  are  funny,  but  dangerous*  In 
this  story,  thinl-c  of  the  above  Question,  and  observe  how  a  person  can 
change  in  his  heart  and  mind  these  feelings  in  just  a  short  time, 

A  young  man  of  twenty-tvjo  had  just  taken  over  a  farm  in  eastern  Kan¬ 
sas,  It  was  a  vegetable  farm,  and  the  main  crop  v/as  lettuce.  Now,  this 
farm  v;ould  be  his  life  and  only  source  of  income,  Dru  Jacobs  had  grown 
up  on  this  farm  and  knew  every  detail  of  it,  so  nov;  he  would  follow  his 
father's  footsteps  in  making  this  farm  tops  in  the  county,  Dru  wanted 
every  head  of  lettuce  to  tuioii  out  perfect,  so  he  could  prove  to  everyone 
that  he  could  do  it, 

Dru  was  not  married,  and  he  had  taken  over  his  father's  fara  because 
his  pa.rents  had  both  passed  away.  Since  he  was  single,  he  could  devote 
most  of  his  time  to  the  farm.  He  was  anxious  to  get  things  going,  so  af¬ 
ter  getting  the  farm  and  workers  under  his  control,  he  decided  to  replenish 
his  stock  of  supplies.  After  making  a  list  of  goods  he  needed,  Dru  jumped 
in  his  pickup  truck  and  started  on  his  v;ay  to  the  general  store  in  Clay- 
tonsville,  about  ten  miles  away. 

The  road  to  Clayi-onsville  led  dov/n  a  dirt  road  between  two  of  Dru's 
lettuce  fields.  It  looked  like  a  brown  thread  on  a  large  piece  of  green 
cloth.  As  he  drove  along,  a  large  grayish  cottontail  ran  into  the  path  of 
the  truck*  There  was  no  time  to  stop,  Dru  hit  the  brakes  and  sv/erved, 
but  it  was  too  late.  He  kept  on  going,  but  he  looked  back  through  the  rear¬ 
view  nii.rror  and  saw  the  large  rabbit  lying  on  the  road.  Its  head  was  up, 
and  its  front  feet  were  moving, 

Dru  kept  driving  on.  Then  he  began  to  think:  "The  rabbit  isn’t  dead; 
it’s  hurt.  Should  I  go  back?  Or  should  I  keep  going  because  that  rabbit 
is  my  enemy?  He’s  ti-ying  to  defeat  my  purpose.  I'll  keep  going!  If  he 
dies — one  less  pest  to  my  crop.  But  could  I  live  with  the  thought  of  let¬ 
ting  him  lie  there  to  die?"  He  decided  to  go  back. 

He  found  that  the  back  legs  of  the  hare  were  injured  but  that  other- 
v:ise  it  seemed  unhurt.  He  decided  to  take  it  to  the  veterinarian  in  Clay- 
tonsville. 

After  examining  the  hare,  the  doctor  told  Dru  that  it  would  need  care 
for  about  two  weeks.  Another  decision  for  Dru  to  make — the  animal  would 
take  up  a  lot  of  his  time,  and  with  the  farm  starting  out  he  couldn't  af- 
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ford  this.  But  he  couldn’t  just  leave  it;  the  vet  would  probably  destroy 
it.  He’d  take  it  home. 

As  the  days  went  by,  Dru  began  to  feel  a  touch  of  affection  for  the 
animal.  He  even  felt  a  sense  of  companionship,  which  his  life  had  lacked 
since  the  death  of  his  parents.  He  gave  the  rabbit  a  name,  Peter.  Still, 
he  knew  he’d  have  to  let  him  go  eventually,  and  he  fought  against  his  grow¬ 
ing  feeling  of  affection. 

Well,  the  day  finally  arrived  v;hen  the  rabbit  would  be  set  free  and 
Dru  could  go  about  his  business  again.  He  took  the  animal  out  to  the  edge 
of  the  woods  and  let  him  go,  Peter  took  off  through  the  woods,  and  Dru 
v/ent  on  his  way  too. 

Next  morning,  as  Dru  was  driving  by  those  same  lettuce  fields  looking 
over  his  crops,  he  saw  a  large  grayish  cottontail  at  the  edge  of  one  field. 
He  stopped,  reached  above  the  back  of  the  seat,  and  took  out  a  double  bar¬ 
rel  shotgun.  He  peered  and  sav;  his  enemy.  As  he  raised  his  gun,  the  rab¬ 
bit  ran  directly  in  front  of  the  truck,  Dru  shot  him  dead^  Then  he  picked 
up  the  carcass,  threw  it  into  the  ditch,  got  in  his  truck,  and  went  on  his 
vmy , 


DAINTY  DOROTirr 


Dainty  Dorothy  danced  with  de3-ight 
The  day  she  did  her  deed. 

Dorothy  laughed  a  dastardly  laugh. 

Which  showed  her  destructive  greed. 

Dorothy  did  what  dainty  girls  don't: 

She  chopped  off  her  Nanny’s  head, 

Dorothy  grinned  as  she  stroked  her  chin, 
Cause  she’d  just  stabbed  her  Nanny  in  bed. 


-Michael  Leslie  Winfield 
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WAS  I  SO  WRONG  JESUS? 
WAS  I  SO  WRONG  MAHt? 


Well  »  ,  . 

Ify  girlfriend  came  to  me 
Askin*  hov/  she  looked. 

Of  course,  I  said  she  looked  real  good 
But  she  really  looked  like  a  hood. 

Well  .  ,  , 

boyfriend  came  to  me 
Askin’  if  1  care. 

Of  course  I  said  of  course  I  do. 

But  there  really  ain’t  no  love  there. 

Now  ,  ,  , 

The  lav/  dog’s  after  me 
Askin’  about  that  lid. 

Of  course  I  said  that  I  just  bought  it 
But  Tony  really  did. 

Then  .  .  , 

They  took  me  to  the  jail. 

Now  I’m  behind  these  bars. 

I  sure  wish  that  I  was  in  hell 
Or  at  least  on  the  planet  liars. 


W^as  I  so  wrong,  Jesus? 

Was  I  so  wrong,  liary  ? 

To  keep  ray  cool 

To  keep  ray  friend 

From  feelin*  like  a  fool? 
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Bury  I'ly  Eyes 


We  are  the  watchers  in  this  story,  you  and  I,  V/e  are  the  ob¬ 
servers,  the  audience.  We  are  the  everlasting  ones.  The  omni¬ 
present,  The  eternal.  Time  does  not  wear  us.  Space  does  not  tear 
us,  V/e  are  the  watchers,  you  and  I, 


The  field  is  so  green.  Tall  grasses  bend  gently  with  the  wind. 
Bend  eastv/ard,  tcv/ard  the  sea.  The  air  is  thick  and  heavy  with  oxy¬ 
gen,  Hie  sunlight  is  pure  and  healing-warm.  Rich  country.  Fresh 
country. 

The  ship  rests  araid  the  tall  grasses.  Bright  silver  ship.  Made 
to  slice  through  the  universe  v/ith  the  weight  of  lightyears  on  its 
thin  metallic  frame. 


T’^io  men  stand  beside  the  ship.  They  look  at  their  instruments 
and  know  of  the  earth,  of  the  air,  and  of  the  sea.  And  they  know  that 
it  is  good. 


And  one  turns  to  the  other  and  speaks  to  him,  saying^  "A  contin¬ 
ent  of  hope  lies  here,  A  continent  of  pysace.  There  are  a  few  differ- 
-ences,  a  few  small  tribal  wars,  but  nothing  serious,  A  future  Utopia 
is  in  the  making.  And  it  will  come.  Provided  they  are  left  alone. 
Provided  they  are  left  alone,” 


The  ship  ascends  and  is  gone.  The  tall  grasses  bend  gently  v/ith 
the  wind.  They  bend  eastward,  toward  the  sea. 


r\  /C^w\  /\  /\  /V  /Oa  ;\  /%  /\  /\  f\  A  /\  /v  /\  /fvv  /C 


Let  us  follow  the  wind,  you  and  I,  Follow  it  eastv/ard  toward  the 
sea.  Follow  it  over  the  tall  grasses,  over  the  trees,  over  the  moun¬ 
tains,  down  to  the  sands,  and  down  to  the  sea. 

Several  worn  and  ragged  men  climb  from  the  boats  and  stagger  for¬ 
ward  onto  the  beach, 

”I  claim  this  land  for  Queen  Isabella,”  says  Christopher  Columbus 
as  he  kisses  the  sand. 


And  nov/  we  try  to  shut  our  eyes  tight.  We  know  what  happens  next 
and  we  do  not  want  to  see.  Ah,  but  we  are  the  Watchers,  you  and  I. 
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KILL  THESE  CRAZY  PEOPLE 


Kill  the  junkie  v/ho  is  strung 
out  on  drugs  and  has  no  money  to 
pay,  "Front  me  some  stuff,  any¬ 
thing  to  keep  me  high,"  are  the 
only  ivords  he  can  say. 

Kill  all  the  young  people  who 
have  different  ideas  but  don’t 
know  exactly  what  to  say. 

Kill  all  of  them  Vvho  have  a 
different  opinion;  kill  them  all, 
get  them  out  of  the  way. 

Kill  the  young  girl  v/ho  got  in¬ 
to  trouble,  not  wise  to  the  ways 
of  the  pill. 

Kill  the  young  boy,  the  foolish 
young  lover  v/ho  shared  in  her 
guilt. 

Kill  these  crazy  people  that  v/e 
hear  about,  read  about,  and  see. 

Yes,  kill  them  so  the  world  can 
be  run  by  superior  beings  like  you 
and  me!' 


Dawn  Hutchins 


OxM  BEING  HIGH 

To  be  high 
is  to  be  above 
looking  down 
on  the  below. 


—Joe 
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Into  the  silent  cove 

The  sleepless  pity 
the  merciless  void.,. 

Separation  •  .  . 

We  were  one 

but  now  no  more. 

The  cries  of  night 

have  silenced  your  love. 

The  voices  no  longer  speak  name, 

Tour  senses  are  cold 

And  I  —  am  broken, 

Vfe  spoke  of  godSj,  yesterday  and  tomorrow. 
Now  your  lips  are  silent 

And  I  no  longer  want  tomorrow. 


-Lynda  Bell 


Our  laughter 

lasted  long  into  the  night. 

Dawn 

found  your  silence 
lingering  by  my  pillow. 
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Time  washed  the  scars,,, 
flowing  over  them, . , 
bathing  them. . . 

They  are  clean  but  , , ,  still  , . , 
they  are  deep, 
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Concepts  of  sound 


Changed  all  around 
By  minds  clinging  to  a  breeze 

Settle  down  around  the  clouds 
To  harmonize  with  ease 

A  chirp  becomes  a  string  quartet 
The  W'ind,  a  symphony 

And  the  sun's  rays  on 
The  whippoorwill 

Play  wondrous  melodies. 


■Bob  Holzworth 


DEATH 


And  they  left  as  quietly  as  they  had  come 

with  them  they  had  taken  my  life 

but  it  made  no  difference 

for  my  eyes  were  blind  and  could  not 

see  the  darkness  on  the  outside 

darkness  that  had  crippled  my  hands 

so  that  i  could  no  longer  feel 

the  world  that  it  had  taken  so  long 

to  find 

a  world  outside  the  elements  of  time 
existing  in  an  abattoir  of  the  nameless 
and  guilty 

but  now  all  was  destroyed 

so  that  i  opened  my  eyes 

and  screamed  at  the  murdering  light «, 

— Toni  Stikeleather 


Every  time  I  think  of  you  I  smile,  just  remembering  all 
the  good  times  we’ve  had. 

You’re  such  an  easy  person  to  be  with,  we  can  just  re¬ 
lax  and  be  ourselves. 

Sometimes  I  feel  as  if  you’re  another  me.  You  under¬ 
stand  me  and  blend  so  perfectly  with  my  changing  moods. 

When  I’m  with  you,  I  know  I  can  be  myself. 

When  we’re  together,  all  of  a  sudden  there’s  a  lot  of 
things  to  do,  to  laugh  about. 

You  have  a  way  to  really  make  me  high  on  life. 

It's  difficult  to  really  know  anyone,  but  we  know  each 
other  as  well  as  two  people  can.  You  know  what’s  wrong 
with  me,  as  well  as  what’s  right. 

You  make  the  most  of  my  good  points  and  put  up  with  the 
rest. 

It’s  reassuring  to  knov/  you’ll  be  there  if  I  need  you. 

And  you  must  knov/  that  if  you  need  me,  all  you  have  to 
do  is  call. 

I  only  want  to  hold  you,  I  don't  want  to  tie  you  down 
or  fence  you  in  the  lines  I  might  have  drawn.  It's  just 
that  I’ve  gotten  used  to  having  you  around, 
landscape  would  be  empty  without  you. 


— Ginny  Lee 
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Rip  Van  V/alkup  doodling  his 
to  stay  av/ake  in  Eng103B 


be 
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The  Poet 


Wien  the  sky  is  an  iron  vault 
on  an  endless  winter’s  day 
When  the  breath  turns  to  ice 
and  all  colors  fade  to  gray 
From  out  of  the  frozen  wastes 
the  Poet  feels  the  cutting  wind 
and  goes  dawn  from  his  attic  room 
to  meet  his  old  friend 

He  recognizes  him  from  afar 
through  the  icy  sheet  of  hail 
the  solitary  figure 

his  cheeks  so  hollow,  his  skin  so  pale 
but  his  eyes.  Dear  God 
just  empty  hollow  holes 
through  which  you  may  glimpse 
his  slowly  bleeding  soul 

The  Poet  says,  "I  heard  your  cry 
and  though  I  know  what  the  answer  is 
I  ask  you  once  again 
What  is  Ixineliness?" 

The  empty  eyes  look  through  the  Poet 

and  as  it  has  for  so  long 

up  goes  the  empty  cry 

the  empty  man  sings  his  empty  song 

For  eons  I've  roamed  the  desert  wastes, 

no  other  souls,  no  other  face 

by  day  the  demon  star  reigns 

his  deadly  rays  drive  me  insane 

by  night  the  White  Goddess  cast  her  spell 

I  wander  through  her  frigid  hell 
The  wailing  v^ind  of  burning  air 
blows  through  me  as  if  I  weren't  there 
demonic  rocks  loom  over  my  path 
silently  waiting  for  me  to  pass 
Overhead  the  buzzards  fly 
to  pick  ray  bones  when  I  die 
but  of  all  of  the  the  worst 
is  my  burning,  burning  thirst 
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tongue  is  swollen,  my  throat  is  raw 
my  voice  is  gone  so  I  can*t  call 
Oh,  how  I  thirst  so 
for  the  clear  cool  waters  that  flow 
up  from  deep  within  the  earth 
that  can  bring  new  life,  rebirth. 
Occasionally,  perhaps  by  chance, 
a  living  oasis  I  will  glimpse 
but  some  that  I  have  seen 
are  but  mirages,  just  a  dream. 

Other  times,  they  are  real 
their  cool  shade  I  can  almost  feel 
but  for  some  reason,  I  don’t  know  why 
I  turn  away  and  pass  them  by. 

Is  it  madness  or  fear 
that  makes  me  turn  when  I’m  so  near? 
These  forces  rip  my  soul  apart 
the  hollow  ring  in  my  heart. 

But  one  thing  I  do  know 
Ch  God,  1  thirst  so! 

The  Poet  stands  with  water  in  his  eyes 
down  his  cheeks  it  flows 
as  he  turns  his  back  to  the  wind 
and  whispers  "I  know." 


Steve  Messick 
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Sometimes 

When  I ’m  sick  to  death  of  the  life  I  lead. 

The  work. 

The  study. 

The  hurry, 

The  push, 

The  shove. 

Sometimes 

When  I  wonder  where  v^ill  I  be 
In  5  years 
10  years 
1 5  years 
Tomorrow? 

I  long  to  be  a  beautiful,  laughing  lady 

Like  the  ones  I  glimpse  on  the  arms  of  adoring  men. 

Those  who  are  free  to  roam  the  world 

Sunning  in  December 

Skiing  in  July 

Who  never  even  drive  their  limousines 
Much  less  ask  for  a  dollar's  worth  of  gas. 

But  then  one  day 

I  happened  to  talk  to  one  of  my  illusive  idols 
And  as  she  tossed  her  chic  coiffure 
And  smiled  brilliantly  through  her  $2,000  mouth 
Her  eyes  were  not  laughing  at  all. 

She  was  just  like  me 
Scared  as  hell. 


Sara  Walker 
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Somewhere  betv/een  the  pages 
of  a  book  I*ve  not  v/ritten  yet, 

I’ve  known  you. 

In  the  hours  between  today  and  tomorrow, 

I’ve  waited  for  you  to  come  to  me. 

In  the  silent  coves  of  distant  shores 

I’ve  heard  your  song  and  followed  your  laughter 

Amid  the  tears  of  my  life  ...  , 

I’ve  known  you. 

-K- 


The  silence  of  dawn 

broke  between  us. 

Never  before  had  I  known  you 
and  yet 
I  know 

I’ve  al\\'ays  loved  you. 

Long  before  you  were  a  part  of  my  life, 
your  shadow  was  there. 


Be  gentle  with  my  heart. 

It  is  all  I  have  to  give. 

•K-  * 


Hear  hqt  dreams: 

they  rustle  past, 
fleeing  from  you. 

Reach  gently  —  but  ouickly 
if  you  wish  to  see  the  reality 
of  my  dreams. 
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Hands 

that  touch  mine  in  the  night 
can  never  be  called  rough — 
they  can  only  be  called  loved. 


Ljmda  Bell 
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V/ANTING 


I  know  what  I  want,  I  want  to  be  me  and  not  be  afraid, 

I  v/ant  to  be  held  in  warm  loving  arms  and  to  be  kissed 
lightly,  I  want  to  travel  to  many  places  and  to  nowhere, 
I  want  to  learn  from  people  and  to  teach  people,  I  v;ant 
to  help  them  and  watch  them  laugh,  I  want  to  feel  free 
as  the  seagull  vmen  it  flies  over  the  ocean,  I  want  to 
run  dovm  the  beach,  down  the  path  to  the  hills.  And— 
when  I  feel  like  it — sit  down  and  cry,  I  want  someone  to 
do  all  these  things  with  me,  someone  who  will  take  me 
down  new  roads  and  show  me  nev/  things,  I  vrill  do  the 
same  for  him  and  together  we  will  learn,  V«re  will  stand 
cradled  in  the  arms  of  the  earth  and  be  kissed  lightly  by 
the  sun, 

—Karen  McClamrock 


a  wisp  of  mist 


a  blade  of  grass 


a  star 

a  pebble 

a  time  that's  past 


a  song 

a  street 


a  big  shade  tree 


a  touch 

a  tear 


a  time  to  be 


•me. 


— Karen  McClamrock 
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CONFLICT 


The  rivers  of  my  mind 
call  me  gently 
ever  so  gently 
they  tell  me 
come  in 

come  in  to  safety 
come  in  to  calm 

The  rivers  of  my  mind 
call  me  loudly 
ever  so  loudly 
they  yell  to  me 
go  out 

go  out  in  the  world 
the  busy  world 
risk  it  all 

The  rivers  of  ny  mind 
flow  to  the  dam 
slowly  to  the  dam 
they  taunt  me  no  longer 
slowly  to  the  dam 
where  they  pool  quietly 
quietly  they  stagnate 
in  indecision 


-Bob  Holzworth 
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TMDERLY 


dedicated  to  G,  L., 
sweet  lad  of  innocence 

Tenderly  .  .  . 

He  stroked  my 
mournful  face 
as  he  gently 
whispered  for 
me  to  follow  him. 

Slowly  .  .  . 

I  climbed  to  my 
feet.  His  able 
shoulders  helped 
to  support  my  wounded 
frame.  Yes...  I  had 
been  a  victim  of  a 
broken  heart. 

Somehow  ,  ,  , 

He  stopped  my  cuts 
from  bleeding  and 
my  tears  dried 
away . , ,  once  more . 

Tenderly  ,  .  , 

He  left  me  after 
loving  me,  and 
now,  my  heart  is 
splitting  again. 

Yet  the  blood  is 
flowing  .  .  . 

Tenderly  .... 


-Joe 


Dear  Lady, 

Leave  gently  from  his 
room.  But  leave  him 
with  a  whisper  that 
you  loved  him. 


Joe 
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FOUR  FUN  V/AYS  TO  FLUNK 


It  has  been  called  to  my  attention  that  students,  especially 
at  ^'^itchell  Gommunity  College,  are  having  a  slight  difficulty  in 
flunking  out  of  school,  I  have  studied  the  problem  carefully  and 
have  arrived  at  a  delightful,  foolproof  system  called  "Four  Fun 
Ways  to  Flunk,” 

The  first  step  is  to  cut  classes.  This  step  helps  to  bring 
about  a  ’’nice"  relationship  with  the  instructors.  Step  number  two 
tells  how  to  take  care  of  your  books.  To  be  sure  you  can  find  them 
for  your  next  class  (if  you  go),  drop  them  in  one  certain  place  you 
will  remember,  like  the  middle  of  the  floor,  or  under  the  bed.  After 
you  drop  them,  don't  move  them  whatsoever;  leave  them  where  they  drop. 

Step  number  three  seems  to  be  the  most  difficult  for  students, 
especially  the  males.  Every  night,  go  down  to  your  favorite  beer 
Joint  and  get  plastered.  This  makes  you  feel  like  taking  the  world 
on,  a  nice  v;ay  to  feel  in  the  morning. 

The  last  step  is  to  get  in  bed  early.  Yes,  early  in  the  morning, 
like  3i00  or  4j00,  All  together,  these  four  steps  should  have  the  de¬ 
sired  effect.  If,  however,  a  student  still  has  trouble,  the  only  thing 
left  is  to  Just  plain  ouit, 

— Dawn  Hutchins 

Some  moments  may  seem  a  bit  disturbing  if  you  try 
to  hold  too  tightly  to  the  old  or  the  material, 

— Ginny  Lee 
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WHAT  LIES  BEHIND? 


What  lies  behind 
the  facade 
the  mask 

within  the  shell? 

The  soul 
ravf 

What  is  truth? 

A  myth 

an  abstract  concept 

Where  did  man  learn  this  word 

Truth 

from  fellow  man? 
in  the  eyes 

of  his  brother  and  sister? 
Where? 

I  am  sick 
of  deceit 
falseness 
dishonesty 
in  my  brothers 
in  my  sisters 
in  my  self. 


Steve  Kessick 
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Opinion  Poll 


How  do  you  really  feel  about  me? 
Choose  one: 

a,  I  love  you 

b,  I  love  you 

c,  I  love  you 

d,  I  love  you 

You  might  as  well  pick  one— - 
I  ’  ve  made  up  my  mind !' 


—Sara  V/alker 


In  the  Stillness  of  This  Night 


In  the  stillness  of  this  night 
>1y  thoughts  ramble  like  the 
light  of  the  flickering  candle, 
I ‘m  alone  and  lonely,  needing 
someone  to  talk  to. 

I’m  unsure  of  the  way  I  feel 
and  the  things  I  do. 

Everything  seems  to  be  wrong. 

I  don't  know  what  to  do. 

I  need  you. 


-Charlotte  Fleming 
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Written  On  A  By-Pass 

I  am  but  the  sad  oboe 
mournfully  calling 
for  your  entrance 
upon  the  stage, 

I  have  v/aited  for  eons 
in  silence 

Now  I  search  the  universe 
waiting  .  •  . 

For  your  velvet  dance. 


Lynda  Bell 


TO  GOD 


Humbled 

needing  You  more 

You  have  blessed  me  so  much 

Given  me  what  I  desired 

And  so  little  deserved 

Praises  well  within  me 

And  all  I  can  offer 

Is  my  love. 


Lynda  Bell 


Aftermath 

Left  here  alone 
A  few  desolate  memories 
And  a  day  of  you 
The  v/ine  drained — 

The  flowers  wilted — 

And  so  it  is  with  us 

Our  warmth  already  savoured 

And  our  beauty  vanished 

My  pain  drugged 

And  laughter--hollow 

I  v;3it  to  see  the  virtue  of  you. 


Lynda  Bell 
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I  am  not  empty  of  love 
to  give  away. 

No  obligations  or  strings 
attached  ...  no 
Ulterior  motive. 

Though  I  don't  know  you  well, 
I've  heard  it  said 
that  your  life  has  been 
"hard." 

Let  me  stand  by  your  side 
when  you're  v/orried 
and 
t 

i 

r 

e 

d. 

Let  me  give  you  strength 
to  look  ahead  and  see  light. 
Trust  me 

so  that  I  may  be 
your  fir end, 

— Chip 


No  man  is  an  island. 

He  is  the  sand  on  an  island 
that  is  washed  by  the  water 
blown  by  the  wind 
warmed  by  the  sun 
cooled  by  the  night  and 
found  in  all  parts  of  the  world. 


-Sammy  Harmon 
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Have  YOU  ever  experienced  an  emptiness 
and  aching  inside  your  heart  ?  If  you 
have,  you  have  experienced  loneliness. 
You  do  not  have  to  be  alone  to  be  lone¬ 
ly.  When  you  are  lonely,  your  days 
are  filled  v/ith  clouds  instead  of  sun¬ 
shine,  you  see  no  future,  but  only  re¬ 
member  the  past.  You  feel  as  though 
your  heart  has  been  shattered  into  a 
thousand  different  pieces  and  you  know 
that,  although  someone  will  come  along 
one  day  and  put  the  pieces  back  toge¬ 
ther,  there  will  always  be  a  piece  miss¬ 
ing.  Loneliness  involves  a  lot  of  hurt 
but,  to  experience  love,  you  must  first 
experience  loneliness. --Terri  Hoyle 
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Loneliness  is  not  having  anybody  around  to  talk  to, 
not  having  ar^body  around  to  share  your  dreams  and  for¬ 
tunes  with,  not  being  wanted  by  anybody. 

Loneliness  is  when  you  just  lost  your  bests,  friend 
and  both  of  you  let  your  pride  stand  in  the  way,  instead 
of  apologizing. 

Loneliness  is  not  having  anybody  believe  in  you  when 
you  know  you  are  right. 

Loneliness  is  not  having  enough  faith  in  yourself  to 
carry  on  though  you  don't  have  a  friend. 


Sharon  Hxinter 
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Loneliness  is  not  having  anybody  around  to  talk  to, 
not  having  anybody  around  to  share  your  dreams  and  for¬ 
tunes  with,  not  being  wanted  by  anybody. 

Loneliness  is  when  you  just  lost  your  best,  friend 
and  both  of  you  let  your  pride  stand  in  the  way,  instead 
of  apologizing. 

Loneliness  is  not  having  anybody  believe  in  you  when 
you  know  you  are  right. 

Loneliness  is  not  having  enough  faith  in  yourself  to 
carry  on  though  you  don’t  have  a  friend. 


Sharon  Hunter 
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LONELINESS 


I  have  no  one  to  share  my  deepest  thoughts  with,  I  have 
no  one  to  share  my  happy  days  with.  I  wish  to  find  someone  to 
take  me  away  from  this  loneliness.  It  is  such  a  terrible,  dis¬ 
tressing  feeling  to  come  home  where  there  is  no  warmth,  no  joy, 
no  one. 

Seeing  others'  loneliness  leaves  me  blind,  I  cannot  come 
out  of  n^self  long  enough  to  find  someone  who  needs  as  much  as 
I.  True,  it  is  a  selfish  thing,  but  it  is  also  a  way  of  life. 
Changing  is  a  long,  hurting  process  and  is  too  painful  for  one 
as  sensitive  as  I  to  undergo, 

I  find  myself  in  glory  on  a  day  such  as  this  when  the  rain 
takes  my  lonely  thoughts  flying.  Tomorrow  will  find  me  back 
where  I  was,  in  the  sunlight,  hiding. 


Nancy  Patterson 
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LONELINESS  IS 


.  •  •  a  feeling  of  nothing — nothing  to 
look  forward  to  and  nothing  to  look  back  on.  Donnie  Perry 

.  .  ,  the  coining  together  of  memories 
of  the  past  and  fears  of  the  future.  Tony  Bradshaw 

•  .  .  when  you  see  everyone  else  having 
a  good  time  and  you  wish  you  were  in  their  place.  .  .  ,  when 
all  your  friends  have  a  date  and  you  don’t.  Betty  Moore 

.  .  .  when  there's  no  one  to  call  your 

name .  Roger  Powell 


,  .  .  the  failure  of  something  that  once 
proved  very  important  to  you.  Terri  Graham 

...  a  separation  derived  from  man's 
lack  of  love  for  others,  ,  ,  ,  Everyone  wants  to  be  loved,  and 
everyone  wants,  in  his  own  way,  to  give  love.  Dale  Woodside 

,  ,  ,  a  deadend  road,  Rickie  Weaver 

.  ,  ,  crying  out  loud  and  having  no  one 
reply  though  there  are  people  standing  all  around.  Jon  Jablons 

,  ,  .  that  first  week  of  college  when  your 
family  seems  a  thousand  miles  away,  Karen  Absher 

...  a  feeling  of  unsure  pain.  When  a 
person  is  lonely  he  has  time  to  look  at  himself.  Loneliness  can 
open  your  eyes  to  the  way  people  feel  about  you,  Harold  Craig 

.  .  .  wanting  to  be  with  others  where  all 
can  share  and  each  be  accepted  for  what  he  is,  Margie  Mitchell 

,  ,  .  sitting  in  one's  own  world,  never 
knowing  the  feeling  of  how  simple  things  are,  ,  ,  .  being  afraid 
to  get  involved  with  life  and  other  people,  Cindy  Nichols 

...  a  feeling  of  being  isolated  from 
everyone  and  everything,  .  .  ,  Loneliness  is  within  each  and 
every  one,  Mary  Quattlebaum 


...  no  one  around  ,  .  ,  nothing  to  do 
your  records  just  don't  sound  good  any  more,  Barbara  York 
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PEOPLE  CAN  MAKE  YOU  LONELY 


(Cindy  Nichols) 


I  have  been  in  crowds  of  many  people,  and  I  have  felt  lonely. 

I  would  be  talking  and  laughing  with  them,  but  inside  of  me 
I  fe3.t  lonesome  for  som.ething  which  I  could  not  find  at  that 
place  and  with  those  people.  .  ,  ,  When  you  are  without  love, 
you’re  lonely,  Kent  Dowell 

A‘  teenager  in  the  middle  of  a  yelling  crowd  at  a  concert  can 
be  alone.  ,  ,  ,  Out  on  the  ocean  in  a  fishing  boat  with  no¬ 
thing  but  the  birds  and  clouds  to  talk  to  would  really  be 
lonely  to  me.  But  if  I  were  a  seafaring  person,  a  situation 
like  that  might  be  heaven,  Chris  Braroi 

A  person  can  be  lonely  in  a  crowded  place,  Tiffie  Jones 

Some  people  can  be  in  a  room  overrun  with  people  and  still  be 
lonely.  To  this  I  would  say,  loneliness  is  not  present  but 
appears  when  that  person  creates  it,  Wanda  lackey 

Sometimes  a  person  is  lonely  because  he  is  thinking  of  him¬ 
self  and  not  others,  Vickie  Preston 

If  a  person  is  shy  he  may  never  make  friends,  or  he  may  ne¬ 
ver  believe  someone  likes  him,  when  they  do,  Greg  Holmes 

Loneliness  can  build  its  home  in  a  person’s  heart, 

Charlie  Payne 

Loneliness  can  derive  from  being  the  only  person  against  a 
situation,  Glenda  Tomlin 

A  person  can  cause  him:self  to  be  lonely  by  his  attitude 
toward  other  people,  Betty  Seals 

Some  people  feel  that  they  are  perfect  in  God's  sight  and  the 
rest  of  society  is  totally  wrong,  so  they  neglect  society  and 
live  in  their  own  world.  Javet  Wilson 


Loneliness  is  built  upon  a  foundation  of  fears,  ^^ra  Prichard 

Loneliness  is  like  a  jail  cell.  Unless  the  lonely  person 
breaks  the  enclosing  bars,  he  will  remain  inside, 

Brenda  Blankenship 
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IN  SOKE  CASES  LONELINESS  HAS  LED  TO  HAPPINESS  (Alan  Lineberger) 


.  •  ,  can  be  of  help  because  it  makes  one  think  about  probleniS 
better,  Mike  Chappie 

For  the  good  part  of  loneliness,  you  have  the  chance  to  be 
with  yourself.  You  are  able  to  think  things  over  without 
a  big  crowd  around.  Loneliness  is  quietness,  Gary  Marshall 

When  I  experience  loneliness  I  feel  as  though  I*m  on  the 
other  side  of  the  mirror  looking  out,  not  able  to  express 
myself  or  be  open  to  others  around  me,  I  feel  as  though 
only  I  exist  and  have  no  friends,  I  suppose,  though,  that 
this  could  be  looked  on  as  a  blessing,  because  how  could 
one  truly  appreciate  happiness  without  ever  experiencing 
loneliness?  Donna  Blanton 


HOW  DOES  IT  FEEL? 

.  ,  ,  a  feeling  of  being  set  aside  from  the  rest  of  the 
world.  Queen  Norman 

,  ,  ,  being  left  out  of  an  open  world  all  by  yourself, 

Vonne  Kilby 


,  ,  ,  rejection,  Deborah  Duncan 

,  ,  ,  a  feeling  of  insecurity,  ,  ,  ,  being  secluded  in  a 
deep  dark  empty  pit  and  having  no  one  to  cry  help  to  or 
relate  your  fears  to,  .  .  ,  a  dwelling  place  for  the  child 
who  does  not  receive  love  and  understanding,  Priscilla  King 

,  ,  ,  having  nobody  to  turn  to  or  to  share  things  with.  This 
kind  of  loneliness  is  the  worst,  because  "No  man  is  an  island." 

Mark  de  Serres 


,  ,  ,  having  a  problem  or  just  something  to  say  and  there  is 
nobody  to  listen,  Chris  Brand. 

,  ,  ,  one  lonely  black  face  ajnong  a  hundred  white  ones  ,  ,  , 
one  lonely  white  face  among  a  hundred  black  ones,  Glenda  Tomlin 

,  ,  ,  trying  very  hard  to  find  yourself,  maybe  not  trying  to 
find  a  friend,  Marilyn  Hall 


,  ,  ,  the  lack  of  good  friends  in  whom,  you  can  confide  or  maybe 
in  some  cases  burden  with  your  innermost  thoughts  and  feelings. 
,  .  ,  a  terrible  thing  for  one  person,  a  shelter  for  another, 

Donnie  Perry 
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Loneliness  is  probably  the  world's  most  unwanted  problem* 

Alan  Lineberger 

When  you  are  alone  you  try  to  find  a  companion  to  help  you 
share  a  lovely  moment,  but  when  there  is  no  such  person  you 
feel  as  if  the  world  and,  most  of  all,  life  has  let  you  down, 

Charlie  Pa3me 


SO  WHAT  CAN  YOU  DO  ABOUT  LONELINESS? 


,  ,  ,  even  if  you  realize  that  you  are  feeling  sorry  for  your¬ 
self,  you  have  no  one  else  to  turn  to  for  sympathy, 

Tresa  McLeod 

but  — ‘Learning  to  live  with  it  is  the  key,  Michele  St  rub 

When  a  person  is  lonely  he  has  time  to  look  at  himself.  Lone¬ 
liness  can  open  your  eyes  to  the  way  people  feel  about  you, 

•  Harold  Craig 

I  know  I  can  find  someone  else;  I  will  find  someone  else;  I 
have  found  someone  else,  Tony  Bradshaw 


There  is  only  one  thing  a  person  can  do  if  he  is  lonely.  He 
should  sit  down  and  have  a  little  talk  with  God  about  what 
is  happening  in  his  life,  Billy  DeHart 


.  ,  .  you  get  the  feeling  that  you've  let  down  the  ones  who 
care  the  most  about  you,  .  ,  ,  but  there  is  one  Being  who 
still  has  faith  in  you.  And  if  you  run  for  miles  and  miles, 
trying  to  leave  everyone  and  everything  behind,  trying  to  be 
alone,  ironic  as  it  may  seem,  you  are  still  not  alone.  And 
all  you  have  to  do  to  feel  His  presence  is  to  believe  in  Him 
as  much  as  He  believes  in  you. 

If  you  can  capture  this  belief,  then  you  never  need  to 
feel  lonely  again, 

Karen  Brown 
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